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Drammatis Perſone. 


The King of Lydia. 
Tymethes bis Sonne. 
Lapirus bis Nephew. 


The Rug of Lycia. 
Zantippus bis Somme. 
Eurimone bis Daughter, 


Armatrites King of Cilicia. 
Zenarchus is Somme. 
Amphridote his Daughter. - 
His Young (Queene. 

Her Mayd. 

Mazeres bis Favorite. 

Roxona the young Queenes Keeper 


Fidelio. ( Two faithful Serroants to the 
- AmorphoQ Lydian King. 
Sextorio. - C T vo unfait h full Servant: 
| Lodoyicus, of his, : 
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The Old Oggene of Lydia. 
Her two little Children, 


Chorus. 4. Serants. 
The Clowne. Souldiers. 
Two Shepheards,. . | 
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THE 


BLOODY BANQVET, 
A 
TRAGEDIE. 
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INDy CIO. 
Entet Floriſh. 


2 OY T one doore the old King of Lydia, Tymethes his 


denne, Lapyrus bis Nephew, and Souldiers, Ac 
2 e other the old K ing of Lycia, Zantippus hi Son, 
- £8 Enurymone his — — and Sowldiers, The rwo 
K * pou „, and change boſlages for peace, La- 
yrus ij given to the Lycian, = Zantippus to the Lydian. The 
ycian ſeemes to offer big daughter Eurymone to Lapyrus to fall 
from his Uncle, and joyne with tim; he accepts her, drawing bj 
ſword againſt his Conntry and Uncle, The Lydian ſends his ſonne 
Tyrethes for ad; be exteys againe with Armatrites King of 
Cilicia, Zenarchus bis ſoune, and Mazeres 4 young Prince, the 
Cilician Kings follower, Al they draw againſt the Lycians p- 
ty, whereat they all vith Lapyrus flye; the two other Kings pur- 
ſuing them. Then enter the old Queene of Lydia firing from hey 
Ne Lapyrus, with two Babes in her armei; be purſuing her 
with his drawne ſword, 
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Enter Chorus. 


After the waſte of many thouſand wounds 
Given and receiv'd alike, in ſeaven ſer battailes, 
Lydia's od King upon conditions ſign' d 

For peace and truce, enter*d-onfeigned league 
With his fierce enemy the Lycian King 

Gare him in Hoſtage as his pledge of faith, 

His Nephew, Lord Le, and teceiv d 

Noble Z antipps from the Lycian; 

To make the contract full and honourable, \% 
This Lord Lapyru entertain d and wellcom'd 
But chiefely by the faire Ewrymone 

The Kings ſole daughter, who unto Zapyru 
Offers her as his Bride, ſo he would turne 

A Traytor to his Country and his King: 
Lapyrus, to obtaine the beautious may 

Tarnes Traytor to his King, and joynes his force 
Vnto his faire loves Fathers, Zycia's King:; 

Th' old King of Lydia being fo beſet 

By his owne Nephews unexpected trechtrics, 
Sent forth his ſonne Tymerhes ro crave ayd 

From Armatrite: King of great Cilicia, 

Which he obtain d in a diſaſtrous houre 

As the event will witneſſe; In this trouble 

The frighted Queene with her two Infants fled 
Into a Forreſt, fearing the ſad ruine 

Hourely expected, untill Armarrites 

With a frefh Army fore d 5 

And ſav d the King, doom d for worſe : 
W hat followes ſhewcs it ſelfe; tis our full due, 
If we with labour give content to you, 


HE. 


Exit, 


Ad. 1. Scent. 1. 


Enter, The two Kings of Lydia and Cilicia, Zenarchus ſonne 
to the Cilician, Tymethes, ſoune to the Lydian, Mazeres, 
Fidelio, Amorpho, Sextorio, Lodovicus, when they come 
wnto the Throne, the Tyrant of Cilicia pats by the old K ing, 
and aſcends alone; all ſnatch out their [words, Mazercs crownes 
bim, the old King and Tymethes ſtand amazed, 


Floris. 
An. Speran<1, 
Omn, Long live eArmatrites King of Lydia, 
King, How? 
Arm, Art thou amaz'd old King, and all thy people 
Mutually labouring in a fit of W onder 
Start from thoſe pale dreames, we will prove all true, 
Who wins the day the brightne ſle is his due. 
King. King of Cilicia. 
Arm. I and Lydia now, 
Bate us not our Titles, we and ours 
Have ſweate and dearely earn d them in our fleſh. 
King, It ſavors not of nobleneſſe nor vertue, 
Religion, loyalty, heaven or natures lawes 
So molt perfidiouſly to enter, Tyrant, 
Where was, expected honeſty and honour, 
Aſſiſtance from a —_ not a C_— 
A Royall neighbour and no politi b 
What — this could * —— perform > 
And when ſhines friendſhip beſt but ina torme? 
Arm. Why, —äͤ— is it of no vertut 
Lo bring our Army hither and put in venture 
Our perſon and their lives upon our foes ? 
Waſting our courage, weakning our beſt forces; 
Impoveriſhing the heart of our munition, 
And having wonne the honour of the tarraile 
To throw our glory on unworthy ſpirits, 
And ſo unload victories honey thighes 
To let Droanes ſeede ? 
1771 A3 Ling, 
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King, Will nothing ſatishe but all? 
Arm. Wi ithour all, nothing» 
The Kingdome and not under ſuites our blood, 


-Flyes ate are not Eagles preyes not thankes our food: 


And for Cilicis our other ſpheare, 
Our ſonne Zenarchur let thy beames move there. 
Zen, Rather, my Lord, let me move pitty here, 
Vnto that reverend fate- afflicted King; ; 
For whom, with his diſconſolate ſonne (my friend 
And plighted Brother) I here kneele as Sutot. 
Ob my moſt Noble Father, (till retaine 
The ſcale of honour and religion, 
A Kingdome tightly poſſeſſed by courſe, 
Containes more joy than is uſarpt by force, 
Arm, The Boy hath almoſt chang'd us. 
Mar. He cooles my Lord, remember you arc poſſeſe d. 
Arm. What, with the Devill ? 
Max. The Devill l the Dukedome, the Kingdome, Lydia. 
All pant under your Sceprer; the ſway s yours, 
Be not bought out with words, a Kingdome's deare, 
Kiſſe fortune, keepe your minde, and keepe your ſtate, 
Y'are laught at it you prove compaſſionate. | 
Arm, Thankes to Mares, he hath refteſht our (pirits, 
Z enarchns, tis thy death it thou proceede, 
Thy words we threats, riſe ſilent or elſe bleed. 
King. Who can expect but blood where Tyrants goverac? 
Arm, We are not yet ſo cruell to thy fortune 
As was Lapyrus, thy owne Nephew, trecherous ; 
That ſtole upon thy life, beſeig d thee balely, 
And had betta d chee to thine enemies anger 
Had we not heate his ſtrength ta his oe throate; 
And made him ſhrinke before us, all can tell 
In him twas monitrous, tis in us but well; 
Atricke of w1rie, advantage, policy, nay rather recompence ; 
There's more deccitt in peace, tis commonthere 
T* unfold young heir2s, the old may well ſtand bare, 
You have your life, be thankefall; and tis more 
Than your perfidious Nephew would conſent to, 


Had 


Had he ſurpriz'd you firſt, your fate iscalt, 

The ſooner you be gone twill prove the ſafer. 

Kin, On thee Lr, and thy treacheries, fall 
The heav ie burthen of an old mans curſe, 

Fil. Your Queene with her two Infants fled the Citty 

Aﬀ:ighted at this treaſon and new warres, 

Kin. Newes of more ſadne ſſes than the Kingdomes lofle, 
She fied upon her houre, for had ſhe ſtayd 
Sh” had either dyed, beene baniſh d, or betrayd. 

Ihave ſome ſervants here? ; 5 
Arme. All theſe my Lord. (Aattering,I am done, 
Kin. All theſe? not all; you did forget, I am not worth the 

Old and at ſet, honour the riſing Sunne. 

If any for love ſerve me, whichis he ? 

Now lethim ſhame the world and follow me. 

Fis, That's I my Lord. 

Amor, And J. 

Kin. What two of you ? 

Let it be enrould | ; 

Two follow a King when he is poore and old, C xit cum ſuis. 
Sex, Farewell King. Ile play the Flounder, keepe me to my 
Zed. And ſo will I, this is the flowing ſide. (iyde. 
Aar. Thoſe men are yours, my Lord. 

Arm, We'le grace them chiefel , 

Waite for imployment, place and eminence, 

The like to each that to our bounty flies, 

For he that falls to ns ſhall ſurely riſe. 

His ſonne Tymerhes little frights our thoughts, 

He's young, and given to pleaſure, not ro plots, 

Mar. Your Grace defines him tight, he may remaine, 
The Prince your ſonne, bindes him in a love · chaine; 
There's lle feare of him, 

Arm Their loves are deare, 

Baſe Boy, he leaves bis father to live here, 

Ma. His preſence ſets a gloſſe on your attempts, 

They have their luſter from him. 

Arm, He's their Countenance, 

Twas well obſcry'd and follow d, he ſhall ſlay, 

8 Aare, 


Mexeres, thou armeſt us that wonne the day. 1 
Fx. all but Zenarchns and T ymether. 
Zen, None but Aare, that Court flye, could on 
The vertues ot the King blow ſuch carruption, 
- Manfalls to vice in minutes, runnes, and leapes, 
But unto goodneſſe he takes wary ſteppes. 
How ſoone a Tyrant ? why 7 ymethes, Friend, Brother? 
T ym. Peace, ptithee peace, you undoe me if you wake me, 
I hope 'mein adreame. 
Zen, Would twere ſo happy? | 
Zym. No! why then wake Begger; but the comfort is 
I haye brave ſceming kinſemen : why Zenarchns , 
Tis not the loſſe of Kingdome, Fathers baniſhment, 
Vncertainty of Mother, aſflicts me 
Wich halfe the violence that thoſe croſs d aſtections, 
Betwixt your Princely Siſter and our ſelfe, 
Who upon fortune, or her Fathers frowne, 
Erecting the whole Fabricke of her love, 
Either now will not, or elſe dare not love me. 
Zen, Chance alters not affection, ſee in me 
That hold thee deare (till ſpighe of TR 
Fate does but dim the glaſſe of a right man, 
He ſtill retaines his worth, doe what fate can. 
Change faith for droſſeꝰ I will not call her ſiſter, 
That (hall hate vertue for aſfliction. 
Enter Amphridote, - 
And here ſhe comes to cleare tboſe doubts her ſelie. 
Amp. Strange alteration ! will the King my Father 
Goe to his grave a Ruffian and a Treacher ? 
In his gray beires turne Tyrant to his friends 
Waſting his penitentiall times in plots 
Acting more ſinnes than he hath teares to weepe for them: 
7Tym.Alas Lady, fortune hath chang'd my ſtate, can you love 
Am, Why fortune bath the leaſt comand ore love, (a begger? 
She cannot drive. Tymethes from himſelfe, :| ;- + > . 
And tis Tymethes, mater] v5 glories, 7. 
My ſoule in her accompliſh d wiſh dees. 
Zen, What ſay ou now fix ꝰ 1: 
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Tim. Nothing but admire 
That heaven can frame a creature like a woman 
And ſhe be conſtant, ſeeing moſt are common. 

Zen, Put by your wonderfir, ſhe proves the ſame, 
I ſpake her vertues for her ere ſhe came, 
And when my father dyes I here doe vow, 
This kingdome now detained wrongfully 
Shall then teturne unforcedly to you, 
In part thy dowry, but in all thy due. 
77m, Vnmatched honeft young man: 
Enter Mazzres obſerving, (er. 
Zen. Come, let your lips meete though your fortunes Wan- 
Mar. Ha ! taſte lips ſo bounteouſly with a begger ? 
Zen, Thus in firme ſtate let your aftcRians reſt, 
Time, that makeswretched, makes the ſame men bleſt C xeunt. 
Ala. What's here? either the Princes out of charities rare · 
Are pleas d to lay aſide their glories, and refreſh (neſſe 
The gaſping fortunes of a deſperate wretch; 
Or if for larger bounties I was mad 
T' adviſe the King for his remaining here 
That had beene baniſh'd, and with him my feare : 
I love the Princeſle, and the King allowes it, 
If he ſhould prove a rivall to my love, 
I have argued faire for his abiding here: 
My plors (hall worke his ruine, if one faile 
Ile rayſe a ſecond, for I muſt prevaile : 
I that us'd policie to cauſe him ſtay 
Can ſhew like Art to tid my feates away. Exit. 
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Scene. 2. 
Enter the old Queene with two Babes, as being hard purſued, 


Q. Oh whither ſhall I flye with theſe poore Babes ? 
Twice ſet upon by Theeves within this Forreſt 
Who rob'd me of my Cloathes, and left me theſe, 
Which better ſuite with my calamity ; : 
+ What 
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Scen. 3. 
Enter Lapirus diſqmiſed, 


Lap. Villaine and fugitive, where wilt thou hide 
Th* abhorred — 2 wretched fleſh ? 
In whar digi caſt hoube fae and free, 
Having betray'd thy Counttey ? baſe Lapir we. 
Earth ſtretch thy throate, take downe this bitter Pill, 
re ewe Akllinieſoing ber; (r 
Enter ibe Qn and two ſe 1 pr ſu . — 
— good heaven fave pe — 
t. Stop her mouth firſt, — 
_ dearcly — the eee 
p. A Mother n — ves ? 
Let me tedeeme my honour in her reſcue, 
And in this — my former baſeneſſe dye. 
The 2. Come, come. 
Que, It ever woman bore you. damn d villaines; 
Lap. Mbo ere bore them monſters begot them; mercitefſe 
Both, = "a fir; we are ſouldiers,but doe not love to 


Exeunt. 
we, Let ry PIT of recompence 
retake and prayers, which are the ifts, 
Lap, Youcannat give me that I have more neede of 
Than prayers; for my Gulc hath 2 ſtocke; 
There's a faige houſe within, but tis i furniſht 
There wants true teares for hangings; penitent falls, 


The Bloody Banquet. 
For without prayers ſouldiers arc but bare walls: 
W hence are you? that with ſuch a carefull charge, 
Dare paſſe this dangerous Forreſt ? 

Que Generous (ir, 

I was of Lydia once, as happie then 

As now unfortunate; till one La, 

That traycerous villaine Nephew to the King 

Sought the confuſion of his State and him; 

And with a ſecret Army guirt his Land, 

When peace was plighted by his enemies hand, 

Little expecting ſuch unnaturall Treaſon 

From forth a Kinſmans boſome; all admir'd 

But I his miſcrable Queene, : 

Lap.Oh ſinke into 1 me heare no further, « fide. 
Que, lie tell you all; for your {6 late attempt 

Conhrmes you honeſt, and hrs ſo keepe you: 

I frighted at new warres, and his falſe breath, 

Choſe rather with theſe Babes this lingering death. 
Lap. Oh in her words I endure a thouſand deaths. 
Que. The truth of this ſad ſtory hath beene yours, 

Now, curteous (ir, may I requeſt your name, 

That in my prayers I may place the ſame, 

Lap. Ile put my death into her woe ſull hands. 
Que. I heare you not ſir, I defire you name. 
Lap. To adde ſome ſmall content to your diſtreſſe, 

Know that Lapyrw, whom your miſeries 

May rightly curſe, and be tevenged jultly 

Lurkes in this Forreſt equally diſtreſt. 

Que. In this Forreſt lurkes that abhorred villaine ? 
Lap. Theſe eyes did ſee him; and faith Lady, ſay 

If you ſhould meete that worſt of villaines here, 

That Treacher, Monſter; what would you attempt ? 
Que, His ſpeedy death, I ſhould forget all mercy, 

Had I but meanes fully to expreſſe my vengeance. 
Lap. Y ou would not, Queene. 

Aue. No? by theſe Infants teares 

That weepe for hunger, I would throughly doe t. 

Lap, See yonder he comes. 

B 2 Que, 


o0dy Banquet. . 
Que. Oh where? 
Lap. Here, take my ſword, * 
Are you yet conſtant? ſhame yoar Sex and be ſoʒ will you do'r: 
Que. | ſee him not. ' 
Lap. Strike him through his guilt and trechery 
And let him ſee the horrors of his perjur'd ſoule, 
Arc you ready ? "I 
Que, Pray let me ſee him firſt, Huli off his falſe bead 
Lap. V ou ſee him now == now dot. 4 kyeeles, 
Que, Lipirus l 
Oh fortunate revenge! now all thy villanies 
Shall be at once required, thy countries ruine 
The King thy Vncles ſorrow, my owne miſeries, 
Shall at this minute all one vengeance meete, 
Alas, he doth ſubmit, prayes, and relents, 
Who could wiſh more? none made from woman can, 
Small glory *twere to kill a kneeling man: 
W hen he in penitent ſighes his ſoule commends 
Thou ſend ſt him to the Gods, thy ſelſe to th fiends: 
But hearken to thy piteous Infants cryes, 
And th'are ſor vengeance, peace then, now he dy es. 
Ingratefull woman, he delivered thee 
From raviſhment, canſt thou his murthreſle be? 
What's riches to thy honours ? that rare treaſure 
Which worlds redeeme not, yet tis loſt at pleaſure. 
Kill him that preſerv'd that? and in thy reſcue 
His noble rage ſo manſully behav'd : 
Riſe, riſc, he that repents is ever ſav d. 
Lap, Will miſery yeta longer life afford, 
To {ce a Queene {op2ore, not worth her word ? 
La, I am better than my word, my word was death. 
Lap. Man's nere paſt griefe, till he be paſt his breath. 
Que. I pardon all Laryrus. 
L:p. Doe not do'r, 
Que. And oncly to one penance Ienjoyne thee 
For all thy faults paſt, while we here remaine 
Within this Forreſt, this thy taske ſhall bee, 
Toprocure ſuccour to my Babes and me. 


The Nido) Banquet. 
Ley, And if 1 faile may the earth ſwallow me. 


Que. Ib' art now growne good, here could I ever dwell, 
Were the old King, my husband ſafe and well. Exeunt. 


Scene. 4. 
Enter Tymethes and Zenarchus. 


Zen, Come, come, drive away theſe fits, faith [le have thee 
Tym, As your ſon and heire at his fathers funera'l (merry, 
Zen, Thou ſeeſt my ſiſter conſtantly : ffects thee. 
Du. There were no mirth nor muſicke elſe tor me. 
Zen · Sir in this Caſtle the old King my father 
Ote- worne with jealouſie keepes his beauteous wite, 
I thinke thou never ſaw'ſt her. 
Tyw, No, not I. 
Zen, Why then thy judgements freſh, Ile viſite her 
On purpaſe for thy cenſute. 
7m. I ipea<e my affect ion. 
Zen, Nay on my knowledge ſhe's worth ſealouſie 
Enter Roxano, 
Though Jealouſie be farre unworthy a King. 
Rex. My lov d Lord? 
Zen. How cheares the Qaeene ? they whifper,,. 
In. Have I not ſeene this fellow bt fore now? 
He das an excellent preſence for a Pander, 
I know not his office, 
Zen, Vſe thoſe words to her. 
Rox, They (hall be us d my Lord, and any thing 
That comes to ufing, let it come to me. Exit. 
Tym, What's he Zenarchn ? 
Zen, Who Roxana? x fellow in great truſt, 
Elected by my fathers jealouſie. 
But he, and allthe reſt attend upon her 
I thimke would turne her Panders for reward; 
For tis not watch nor ward keepes woman chaſt, 
It honours watch in her mind be not plac't. 
Tym. Right Oracle; what gaine hath Iealouſie? 
B 3 Fruit 
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The Bloody Banger. 
Fruitleſſe ſuſpition, fighes, ridiculous groanes, | 
Hunger and —— through fleſh and ſtones: 
And like a whirle-winde blowes ope Caſtle dores, 
Italian padlockes, 

Zen, What mad Lords are your jealous people then, 
That lockes their wives from all men bur their men? 
Make them theit keepers, to ptevent ſome greater, 
So oft it happens tothe poores releefe, 
Keepers cate Veni ſon when their Lords cate Beefc. 

Enter young Queene with a books in ber hand. 

See, (ce, ſhe comes, 

Tim Honour of beauty there mans wiſhes tiſe, 
Grace and perfection lighten from her eyes, 
Amazement is (hot through me. 

Zen, Tis Tymethes, Lady, Sonn to the baniſh'd King. 

Q. Is this he? 

Zen, It is ſweete Lady. 

Que, Inever knew the force of a deſite 
Vntill this minute ſtrucke wichin my blood; 
I fearg on: looke was deſtin d to undoe me. 

Zen, Why T ymetbes ? friend. 

Tym, Ha? (our Lady Mother, 

Zen. A Courtier, and forget your firſt weapon?goe and ſalute 

Que. He makes towards us: y'are Prince Tymerhest{o Tnn- 

7ym.The ſame unfortunate, moſt gracious Lady,(derſtand. 
Supreameſt of your Sexe in all per fections. 

Que. Sir, y'are forgetfull, this is no place for Courtſhip, 
Nat we a ſubject for t, returne to your friend, 

Tym, All hopes kild in their bloſſome. 

Que. Toocruelly in faith I put him by. 
Wine for our ſonne Z exarchu, tas done kmdly 

Emer Roxang with wine. 

Ycu ſonne, and our beſt V iſitant. 

Zen. Duty bindes me. 

Que. Begin to me Zenarchus, Ile have t ſo. 

Tym. Why then there's hope ſhele rake occaſion 
Todrinke to me, ſhe hath no meanest* avoyd it. 

Que, Ile prevent all looſe thoughts, di inke to my ſelſe. 


My 


The Blovay Banquet. 
Drinks: and gives Roxane the ¶ up. 
My minde walkes yonder, but ſuſpect walkes here. 
7 ym, The divell's on that ſide and engroſles all, 
Smiles, favours, common curtefies, none can fall 
Bur he has a ſnatch at them; not drinke to me ? 
Qze, Make yon yon ſtranger drinke, Kox.offer: it bim. 
n ords againſt my fantaſic 
Q. eſtrange w my , 
Zen, Prithee 2 — drinke, 
Tm. lam not dry, 
Zen, Ithinke ſo roo; dry, and ſo young, twere ſtrange, 
Come prichee drinke to the Queent, my mother. ** 
Tym, You ſhall rule me unto that beautedus Majeſty, 
Que. Thanks noble fir;l muſt be wary, my mind's dangerous, 
Ile pledge you anon fir, Gives Roxand the Cup. 
+ Tm. Hart t how contempt ill fortune does purſue ? 
Not drinke, nor pledge, what was ſhe borne to doe? 
Ile Nay no longer, leaſt I ger that flame, 
Which nothing but cold death can quench or tame, 
bus, come, Exit. 
Lew, 1 Fes. muſick of minde to the Queene. 
Q. Io you no leſſe. > 
Zen, And all that you can wiſh, or Iexpreſſe. Exit. 
Que, Thankes to our ſonne, 3 
Th' other tooke leave in ſilence, but et me 
To ſpeake hboth for my ſelfe and thee. 
Tymethes d thats his name, poore heart take heede, 
Looke well into th event ere thouprocerde : 
Love, yet be wiſe; impoſſible, none can; 
If ere the wiſe man claime one foolifh houre 
Tis when he loves; beꝰ's then in follies power. 
I ntede nor feare the ſervants that ore-watch me 
Their faiths lye in my Coffers, in effect, 
More true to me then to my Lords ſuſpect. 
The fcares and dangers that moſt threaten me, 
Live in the party that I muſt enjoy, 
And that's Tyner] mer are upt to boaſt: 
He may in full cups blaze and yaunt himſelfe 


The Bloody Bands... 


Vnro ſome meaner Miltreſſe; make my ſhame 

Tte polit que Engine to beate downe bet name. 

And from thence torce a way to the Kings eates, 

Stange tate; where my love kee pes, there keepe my feste. 
| Enter Tyrant, 

Tyr, Alone? why where's her guard ? ſuffer her alone? 
Her thoughts may worke, their powers are not her one. 
Women have of themſelves no entire ſway , 

Like Dyall needles they wave every way, 

And muſt be throughly taught to be kept right, 

And point to nome but to theit Lords delight. 
Ester Rox ano and guard. 

Time to convey and plot? leave her alone | 

Why Villaines — kiſſe me, my perfection, 

This night we le banquet in theſe bliſſefull armes. 

Q«; Your nights ate muſick, and your words are charmes. 
yr. Kiſſe me againe faire Tethis. 

Walks: off with her, and the guard follower. 

Rox, My Lady is ſcarce perfect in her thoughts | 
How ere (he fram d a {mile upon the Tyrant, (fall; 
I have ſome skill in faces, & yet they never were more deceit- 
A man can ſcarce know a Baud from a Midwife by the face; 
An hypocriticall Puritan from a devout Chriſtian 
If you goe by the face; well all's not ſtreight in my Lady. 

She hath certaine crooked cogitations if a man had the liberty 
to ſearch em: (nately 
It ought point at my advice or performance, ſhee may fortu- 
Diſcloſe it; ſhe. knowes my mettle, and what it yeelds to an 
ounce, | 
She cannot be deceiv d in t: hetę s ſervice, and ſecrecie, and 
no Lady can 447 . 
Wiſh more, beſide a Monkey ſhe is aſſur d of our faculties, 
there's none ä 
Of us all that ſtand her ſmocke Centinells, but would ven- 
Jon hor ny pleaſurable ſervice nd Iced 
To doe her any pleaſurable ſervice, and I chi ts as much 
As any woman deſires iuaſſe here ſhe comes. | 
» Enter Queene ſed, | | > T 
, Tis 
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Tis lo me ſſir inge Phyſicke I know by the working. - 
Que. Ir cannot be kept downe with any Argument, 
Tis ot aſhiring torce; (parkes flye not downg ward, 
Ny more this recciv'd fancy of Tymethes, 
I threaten it with my Lords lealouly, 
Yer ſtill it tiles agau ſt all objections; 
I [ce my dangers, in what feares I dwell 
There's but a Plank ꝭ on which I runne to hell, 
Yet were't thrice nariower I ſheu d venture on, 
None dares doe more tor ſinne than woman can. 
Miſery of love — &:x4an0? lam obſerv'd, 
What newes Roxano? 
Rex , None that's good, Madam. 
Que. No? Which is the bad! 
Rex. The worſt of all is, Madam, you are ſad, 
Q. Indeede Iam not merry. 
Rex, Would I knew the meanes would make you ſo, 
I would turne my (clfe into any ſhape or office 
To be the Author of it, ſweete Lady. 
Quse, Troth I have that hope of thee, Ithinke thou weuld'ſt 
Rox. Thinlie it?s foote,you might ſweat e ſafely in that action 
And never hurt your oath — I nere fayld yet. 
Que, Twere ſinne to in jute thee, I know thou didſt not 
Rex. Nay I know I did not. 
Quc. But my truſty ſervant, 
This plot requires art, ſecteſie and wit, 
Vet out of all can hardly worke one ſafcty. 
Rox, Not one, that's ſtrange, I wonld *rwere put to me, 
Ile make it arrive ſafe whatere it be. 
Q- Thou couldſt not my Roxane — why admit I love, 
now I come to thee, 
Rex, Admit you love ? why al''s ſafe enongh yer. 
Quze, I, but a ſtranger. 
Rox, Nay, now we are all ſpoyld Lady, 
I may looke for my braines in my Bootes now you have put 
Home to me indeed, Madam; A ſtranger ? there's a hundred 
Deaths in the very-name, beſides vantage, 
Que, I fayd I ſhould affright thee. 
8 C 
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Rex. Faith no foole can fright me, Madam, commonly 
cal'd a ſtranger, 
Que. Haſt thou the will? or dat'ſt thou doe me good? 
Rox. Doe thee good, ſweete Lady ? as fatre as I am able 
nete doubt it; 
Let me bat caſt about for fafety, and lle doe any thing, Madam. 
Que. I, I, our ſafeties which are meere impoſſibles, 
Love forgets all things but its proper objects. 
Rox. What is he ? and his name? 
Que, Tymethes, in a moſt unluckie minute 
Led hither by our Sonne in Law Zenarchas, 
Rox. Hum, is that the moſt fortunate, ſpider catching, 
{mocke wrapt Gentleman? 
© we. Vet if he know me. 
Rox, What then? 
Que, I am undone, 
Rox. And is it poſſible a man ſhould lye with a woman and 
yet not knaw her? 
And yet tis poſſible too. thanke my Invention, follow that 
game ſtill. 
Que, He Guſt not know me than I love no further; 
Although for not enjoying him Fdye; 
My Lords pale jealouſie does ſo orelooke me, 
That if 71-merhrs know what he enjayes 
It may make way unto my Lords miſtruſt ; 
Then ſince in my deſire ſuch horrours move 
Ne dye no other then the death of love, 
(She [wonnds and Roxano holds her in hit ar. 
Rox, Lady, Madam, doe you heare 
Have you leaſure ro {woune now, when 1 have taken ſuch 
paines i ch buſineſſe ? | 
To take oꝰ der for your ſafety, ſet all things right;zwhy Madam? 
Qme, What ſayes the man? 
Rox. Why he {ayes like a Gentleman every inch of him, 
And will pertorme the office of a gentleman; bring you to- 


gether; . hs f 
Pat you together, and leave yeu together: what gentleman; 
can doc more? | 
de.. 
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Qze, And all this (afcly ? 
Rox. And all this (ately 2 I by chis hand will I, 
Or elle would I might never doe any thing to purpoſe; 
It he have but the firlt part of a young gentleman in him. 
Tis granted Madam; I have crotchets in my braine 
That you (hall ſee him and enjoy him. and he not know where 
he is, nor who it is. 
Que, How?ſhall he not know me? 
Rox, Why tis the leaſt part of my meaning he ſhould Lady. 
Doe you thinke you could paſlibly be ſaſe and he know you? 
Why ſome of your yong Gallants arc of that vaine-glorious 
aud prepalterous 

Humour, that if they lay with their owne Siſters you ſhould 
heare chem prate of'r, 

This is too uſuall, there's no wonder inc: what I have ſayd 

I will ſweare to per forme, you (hall enjoy him cre night 

And he not know you next morning. 

Que, Thou art not onely neceſſary but pleaſing, 

There, catch our bounty, mannage all but right, 

As now with gold, with honours weele requite, Exit. 

Rox, 1am your creature Lady; pretty gold, 

And by this light me thinkes molt eaſily carn'd, 

There'sno faculty, ſa / Ilike a Pander, and that makes ſo many 
Now adayes dye in the Trade : I have your gold Lady, 

And eke your {crvice; lam one ſtep higher, 

This office makes a gentleman a Squire. Exit, 


——— — — OO" ooo 


Ad. . Scent. 1. 
Enter (lowne, and tuo Sheapheard;, 


Shep. 1. Come fellow (oridon, are the pits digg'd ? 
Clo. I. and as deepe as an V ſurers conſcience | warrant thee, 
Shep. a. Mas and that's deepe cnough,'cwill devoure a wid- 
dow and three Orphans 
At a breakefa(t; (oft, is this it ? 
 Shep, 1. I, I, this is it. 
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Ch. Nay for the deepeneſſe Ile be ſworne; but come my 
maſters & lay theſe boughes croſſe over ſo, ſo artiſicially, and 
may all thoſe horſon Muttonmongers the wolves, hole here, 
which cate our ſheepe 

Shep. 2. I wonder what wolves thoſe are which eate our 

ſheepe, 
Whether they be he wolves or ſhe wolves ? 

Cle. They ſhould be he wolvesby their loving Mutton, 
But by their greedineſſe they ſhould be ſhe wolves. 

Far the belly of a ſhe wolf is never ſatisſied till it be dam'd up. 

Shep. 1. Why are the ſhe wolves worle than the he's ? 

Cl. Why, is not the dam worſe than the Devill pray ? 

Shep. 1. You have aniwered me there indeed. 

Cle. Why man it all the Earth were Parchment, the Sea Ink 
Every ſticke a pen, and every knave a Scrivener, they were not 
all able to write downe the knaveries of ſhe wolves. 

Shep. 2. A murren on them, hee's or ſhees, they ſucke the 

blood of none but our Lambes, 

Clo, Ohalwaycs the weakeſt goes to the wall, as for cx» 
ample, knocke downe a (ſheepe and he tumbles forwards, 
knocke downe a woman and ſhe tumbles backewards, 

Shep 1. Sirta, l wonder how many ſorts of wolves there be, 

Cl, Marry juſt as many forts as there be knaves in the Cards 

Shep. 2, Why that's toure. 

Clo, Fitſt there are your Court wolves, and thoſe be 
Foule eaters and cleane Crinkers, 

Shep. 2. And why cleane drinkers ? 

Clo, Why becauſc when they be drunke they commonly 
caſt up ail, and ſo make clenſing wee ke of'c, 

Shep. 2. So ir, thoſe are cleane drinkers indeed. 

Cle. The next ate your Country wolves, nothing choakes 
them but plenty, they ſing like Syrens when corne goes aut 
by ſhip-talls, and dance after no tune but after an angel] a 
Buſh ell. 

She. 1. The halter take ſuch cornetu:ters. 

She, 2. Are there no Citty Wolves? 


Cle. A rope on them, yes, huge routes, you ſhall have long 


lane full of them; theyle feed upon any whore, cartion,theefe, 
of any thing. Sbe. 1. 
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Shep. 1, Have they ſach mawes ? 
Clo, Mawes : hy man, fidlers have no better ſtomackes, 
I have knowne {ome of them eate up a Lord at three bits. 
Shep. 2. Three bonds you meane. 

Ch, A Knight is no body with them, 

A young gentleman is ſwallowed whole like a Gudgeon, 
Shep. 1. I wondcr that Gudgrondoes not choake him. 

. A Gudgeon choake him, if the throate of his conſci- 
ence be ſound, he'le gulpe downe any thing; five of your fil- 
ken Gallants are ſwallowed eaſier than a Lamaske Prune : 
for our Citty wolves doe ſo rovle my young-prodigall firſt in 
waxe, which is ſoft, till he looke like a guilded Pill, and then 
ſo finely wrap him up in Sattin which is ſleeke, chat he goes 
done without chewing, and thereupon they are called f1'p. 
pery Gallants, | 

Shep. 1. Ile be no Gentleman for that tricke. 

Clo, The laſt is your Sea wolfe, a horrible ravener to, hee 
has a belly as big as a ſhip, and dev outs as much ſilke at a gulp 
as would ſerve forty dozen Taylors againſt a Chriſtmas day 
or a running art Tilt, 

Shep. t. Well, well, now our trap is ſet what ſhall we doe 
with the wolves we catch? 

Cle. Why thoſe that are great ones and more than our mat- 
ches we le let goe, andthe leſſer wolves we will hang: ſhall 
it be ſoo? 

Beth, ',T, each man to his ſtand. Exemnnt, 


— — —_— 


Srene. 2. 


Enter Lapirns ,ſolus. 
Lap. Foule monſter monger, who muſt live by that 
W hich is thy owne deſtruction : Why ſhould men 
Be natures boneflaves ? Every creature elſe 
Comes freely to the Table of the Earth; 
That which for man alone doth all things b: are 
Scarce gives him his true dyet any where, 
W hat wu nr winds breath here? that not a Tree 
Spreads, forth a friendly armeꝰ diſtreſſed Queene, 
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And moſt accurſed Babes; the earth that beares you 

Like a proud mother, ſcornes to give you food: lu? 

1 hankes tate, I now dehe chee ſtarveling hunger, 

Bleſt tree, foure lives grow in thy truite, run taſt it then, 

W ite men ſerve firſt themſelves then other men, 

He falls is the Pit, 

Oh me accurſcd and moſt miſerable, 

Helpe, helpe, ſome Angell lay a liſtning eare 

To draw my cry up; none to lend helpe 2 oh 

Then pine and dye. Enter Clowne, 
C/o, A wolfe caught, a wolfe caught. 

Lap Ohhelpe, I am no wolte good friend, 

Co. No] What art thou then? 

Lap. A miſcrable wretch. 

C. An Vſurer ? Lap, No, no, 

Clo, A Broaker then ? 

Lap. Mocke not a man in woe, ina greene wound, 

Poure Balſome and not Phylicke, 

Clo, Snayles, he talkes like a Surgeon, 

If you be oue why doe you not helpe your ſelfe ſir ? 
Lap, Iam no Surgeon friend, my name's Lepirwe, 
Clo, How? a wolte caught hoz — Lap what Lap, hoa |! 
Lap, Lapirms is my name doſt thou not know me ? 
Clo+ Yes, for a wolviſh raſcall that would have worried 

his owne Country, 

Lap, Torture me not, I prithee, I am that wretch; a villaine 

I was once; but I am now -— 

Ch. The Devill in the Vault; you ſirra, that betrayd your 
Countrey, and the old King your Vncle, there lye till one 
Wolfe devoure another, thou trecherous raſcall. Exit. 

Lap. Oh me moſt miſerable and wretched creature 

I now doe ſinde there's a revenging fate 

That doomes bad men to be untortunate. 


— 1 —— —— — — — —— —— — 
— — 


Scene. 3. 
Enter Z enarchus, T ymethes, Am pl idote and Mazzres, 


In. We ate obſerv'd, 
1 41 Zen. 


Zen. By whom? 
Tym. Ala deres followes us. ; 
Am. Oh he's my proteſted fetvant, your ſole Riyall, 
Tym, Thedevill be is. 
. Amp, You'le make a hot Suirour of him anon? 
Tym, He may be hot in th' end, his good parts ſue for'e, 
Zen, He eyes us (till. 
Zym. He does, you ſhall depart Lady; 
Ile take my leave on purpoſe in his preſence, 
He's jealous, and a kiſſe runnes through his heart, 
Ile make a thruſt at him on your lip. 
Nat, Death! minute favours ? every ſtep a kiſle ? 
I thinke they count how the'day goes by kiſſing, 
Tis paſt foure ſince I met them. 
T ym. I have hit him in the Gall in ſtead of th blood, 
He ſheds diſtractions, which are worſe than wounds, 
Zen. But (irra | £ 
Max. Stayes he to proove my Rivall? cuts d be th hours 
W herein I advis'd the King for his (tay here, 
I have ſet ſlaves t entrap him, yet none proſper, 
Ile lay no more my faith upon their workes 
Th are weake and looſe, and like a rotten wall, 
Leaning on them may hazard my awne fall. 
He uſe a ſwitter courſe, cut off long journeys, 
And tedious wayes that runne my hopes paſt breath, 
lie take the plaine roade way and hunt his death. Exit. 
Tm, So ſo, he departs with a knit brow, no matter; 
W hen his frowne begets earthquakes, happly then 
*T will ſhake me too; I ſhall ſtand firme till 2 
Enter Roxano diſguiſed, 
Rex, Maſſe here a walkes; I — enough from my ſelfe, 
I challenge all diſguiſes except drinking 
To hide me better; I give way to that, 
For that indeed will thruſt a white gentleman 
Into a ſuite of mud, but whiſt I begin to be noted. 
Zen, I, he chang'd upon t. 4 
Tm. I mark'd bi k 1 * * (ble releete 
Rox, Good your honours, your moſt comfortable charita- 


And 
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And devotion to a poore (tarre croſt Gentleman, 

Tym, Pox on thee. 

Rex, Ime bare enough already if it like yout honour, 

Tym, He did? 

Rox. Pox on thet ? your yong gallants love co ge no Almes, 
But that that will ſticke by + man, that s anc vertue in them: 
e's not content to have my hat off, but he would have my 

hayre off roo, 
Thanke your good Lord(kip, 

Tym, No ! was thit his Action! 

Amp, It cal d him Lord, | 

Zen, Nay he's a Villaine, 

Rox, Good your honours! I have beene a man in my time. 

Tym, Why what art thou now ? 

Rox, Kept goodly beaſts, had 3. wives, ( nours. 
3.menupriſing,z.maides downe ly ing: oh good your kind ho- 

Im. Sfoote, I am a begger my telte. 

Rex, Pet haps your Lordſhip gets by it; 

Good your ſweete honour / | 

Tym. This fellow would be whipt. 

Rox, Your Lordſhip has forgot ſince you were a Begger. 

Tym, Ile give thee ſomewhat for that jeſt in oor. 

Rox, But now you ate in private, ſnuty out pur je, and open 

Im. How? (your ca e lic. 

Zen, Hes dealing his devotion, hinder him not. 

Rox. Iam not literally a Begger, as Puritanicall as I appeare 
The naked Truth is yon are happily deſired, 

Tym. Hat 

Rox. Ot the moſt 
Sweete, delicate, divine, pleaſing, raviſhing creature 

Dm. Peace, peace, prichee peace. 

Rox, That ever made mans wiſhes perfect. 

Tym, Nay, ſay not {o; 1 faw one creature lately (teous. 
Exceeds al humane forme for true perfectiothis may de beau- 

Rox, This for white and red fir, her honour ant my oath 

ſue for that pardon, | | jd, 
Yourmult nor know her name nor jee her fact. 
Dye. HW DD 
Rox. 
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Rox. She rather chuſeth death in her neglect 
Than lo to hazard life or loſe reſpect. 
Tym, How (ha!l 1 come at her 7 
Rox, Let yout will 
Subicribe to the (ure meanes already wrought, 
She ſhall be ſately p ea d, you ſafe y brought. 
Tym, Hal and is this ſheere faith, without any tricke in*(? 
Rox, Let me periſh inthus office elſe; and | cede with 
No more damna ion than to dye a Pander. 
I. Thou ſpeakeſt well, when merte wer? 
Rex, ive i the fixed houte, upon to mortowes Evening. 
757. So, the place ? 
Rox, Neere tothe further lodge. 
Tym, Goe to then, it holds honeſt all the way ? 
Rex, Elſe does there live no honeſtie but in Lawyers. 
Tym, En-1ugh, five? and the furtheſt lodge? Ile meete thee. 
Rex, Enjoy the ſweeteſt Treaſure in a woman. Exit. 
Tym, Alwayes excepting and the Tyrants Gem, 
Zen, What, have you done with the Begger ? 
71m, None that lives can ſay he has done with the Begger. 
Zen. Hold conference ſo long with och a fellow? 
7ym, How? are your wits perfect ? it one ſhould refnſe 
to talke with every bepger, he might refule brave Company 
ſometimes, gallants y faith. Exemnt, 
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Scene. 4. 
Euter the old King, Fidelio, and Amorpho, 


King, The loſſe of my deare Queene afflicts me more 

Then all Lapirws curſed trecherics: Inhumane monte: 1 (ces 

Lap. Lin the pit. ] If you have humane formes to fit thoſe yoy- 
And hearts that may be pierc'd with miſeries groanes 
Sent from a fainting Spirit; pitty a wretch, 
A miſerable man, Priſoner to darkeneſle, 
Your charitable ſtrengths this way repaire, 
And lift my fleſh to the reviving Ayre, 
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K ing. Alas, ſome travelling man, by night cut ſtript, 
Miſſing his way into this danger ſlipt; 
Ser all our — to helpe him; Come, good man, 
They that fit high may make their ends below. 
Lap, Millions of thankes and prayſes, 
King. Y are heavie fir, who ere you be. 
Lap, There's weight within keepes downe my ſoule and me 
King.Oae full ſtrength more makes our paines happie, poore 
ſtrength helpes the poore. | 
So ſir, y are welcome to Lapirm oh. (Lei falr downe, 
We doe forgive thy Trechery, revive, 
Tis pitty and not hate makes goodneſſe thrive: 
Lap, Oh that aſtoniſhment had left me dead ! 
Shame, fitting on my brow, weighes downe my head: 
Even thus the guilt of my abhorrcd ſinne, 
Flaſhtin my face when I beheld the Queene. 


King. Our Qutene ! oh where, Lapirw? tell the reſt, 
Lap. Within this torreſt with her Babes diſtreſt. 
King, Which way? lead deare Lapiris. 
Lap, Follow methen, 
King, Not onely ſhall we quit thy ſoules offence 
Put give thy bappy labour recompence, Exeunt. 


Dumbe ſhew. 


Enter the old © meene weeping, with both her J. fants, the one 
4. ad; ſhe Layer downe the other on a baxke, and goes to bury the 
dead, expreſſing much priefe, Enter the former ſhrpbeards, 
walking by carel:ſly, at laſt they eſpie the child and ſtrive for 
it, at laſt the Clowne get: it, nd dend}es it, expreſſing all ienes 
of % to them. Enter agdine the Queene, ſbe loc, for her 
Babe and finding it gone, wrings her hands; the Shepheards [ee 
her, then wiſper together, then betkon te her; ſhe joyfully runs 
to them, they returne ber child, ſhe prints to her breaſt a mea- 
ning ſhe ſbouid nu ſe it they all give her money, the Clowne kiſſes 
the Babe and her, and ſo EL xexnt ſeveral wayer, Then enter La- 
pirus, the Old King, Amorpho, and Fidelio, thry miſſe the 
Qxeene and ſo expreſſing grcat ſorrow. FE xemnt, 


Enter 
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Enter Charm, 

The miſerable Queene expecting (till 
The Infants ſuccour from Lapirss hand 
Who wants himſelfe; irchanc'd t h extreame want 
The youngelt dyed, and this ſo neere his end 
That had not Shepheards happily paſſed by 
And on the Babe caſt a compaſſionate eye, 
And ſoatch't the child out of the armes of death 
W here the ſad mother left it, che ſame houre 
Had beene his grave that gives his life new power. 
Thus the diſtrefled Queene to them unknowne 
Was as a Nurſe receiv d anto her owe. 
W hoſe fight Lapirns willing having led 
The King her husband to this hapleſſe place, 
They all depart in extreame height of grieſe 
To get unto their owne ſad wants relecte. Exit. 


—— 


CART. 3. Scene. 1. 
Enter Roxano with bi diſguiſe in bis hand, 


Rox. This is the farther Lodge,the place of mecting; 
The houre ſcarce come yet - well I was notborne to this, 
There's not a hayre to chuſe betwixt me and a Pander in this 
caſe, ſhift it off as well as I can: I doe envie this fellowes hap- 
pineſſe now end could cut his throate at pleaſure: I could ene 
gnaw feathers now to thinke of his downie felicity, I that 
could never aſpire above a dayrie wench, the very creame of 
my fortunes; that he ſhould bathe in Nectar, and I moſtgn- 
fortunate in Buttermilke, this is good dealing now, is't ? 

Enter HMaxzryer muſing, 

Maz, Ile have ſome other, for he mult not live. 

Rox, Who'sthis? my Lord AMazzrer diſcontent / 
H' has beene to ſcoke me twice, and privately, 
I wonder at the buſineſſe; I'me no Stateſman; 
If I be, tis more than Iknow; I proteſt therefore 
I dare not call it in queſtion; what ſhould he make with me? 

D 2 lle 
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le diſcover my ſelſe to him——if th other come in the meane 
time ſo | may be caught bravely, yet tis ſcarce the houre, lle 
put it to the tryall. 
Aar. Rox in my judge ment had beene ficteſt, 
And fartheſt from ſuſpect of ſucha deed 
Becauſe he keepes in the Caſtle, 
Rox, My lov'd Lord, 
Alaz,, Roxanc! 
Rex. The ſame my Lord, 
az I was to fecke thee twice; 
Tell me Roe, have I any power in thee? doe I move there, 
Or any part of me flow in thy blood? 
Rox. As far as life my Lord, 
Mar, As far as love man, 1 aske no further. 
Rex. Touch me then my Lord, and try my mettle, 
t Ma. Firſt there's gold for thee, 
After which follow favour, eminence, 
And all tho'e gifts which fortune calls her owne, 
Rox, Well my Lord. 
Mas. There's one Tymethes fonne to the baniſht King, 
Lives about Court, Z:narchur gfves him grace, 
That fellow s my ditca(e, Ithrive not with him, 
He's like a priſon chaine ſhooke in my cares 
I rake no ſleepe for him, his favours mad me. 
My honours ard my dignities are dreames 
When 1bchold him; That right arme can eaſe me, 
I will not boaſt my bounties, but for ever 
Live rich and hippy : thou art wife farewell, Exit, 
Rox, Hum, what newes is here now *thou art wile farcwell, 
By my troth I chinke it is a part of iſedome to take gold 
When it is ffer'd, many wiſe men will do't:that I learnt 
Of my learned Cour cell: this i worth thinking on now. 
To kill Tymethe,, ſo ſtrangely belov'd by a Lady, and fo mon- 
ſirouſly Cereſted by a Lord? here's gold to bring Tymethes, and 
here's gold to kill 7ymerbes, I, let me fee, which weighes 
beavie ſt; by my Faith 1 thinke the killing gold will carry't : 
] fhall like many a bad Lawyer, runne my Conſcience upon 
the greateſt fee; who gives moſt is like to fare beſt, ] _—_— 
ety 


— . * * 


The A Bangud.” 
ſafety ſo much the worte in this buſmiefle in that Lord Aa- 
Teres is his proſeſſd enemie : he's the Kings boſome, hee 
blowes his thoughts into him; and I had'tather be torne with 
whirlewindes than fall into any of their faries, ' Troth as far 
as I can lee, the wiſeſt coutſe is to play the knave, lay open 
this Vencry, betray him; but ke my Lord againe. 
Enter access. 
Ma. Haſt thou thought of me: may 1 doe good upon thec ? 
Ile out of recreation, make thee worthy; play honours to thy 
Rex, Ny Lord? 5 (hand, 
A. Art thou teſole d? and I will be thy Lord. 
Rex, it will appeare I am ſo; be proud of your revenge be- 
for: I name i:; 
Never was man ſo fortunate in his hate, 
lle give you a whole Age but to thinke how. 
Mat Thou mak ſi me thitſt. 
Rex, T ymethes mectes me here, 
Maz. Here? excellent, on R/ v, he meetes thee here. 
Rox. I meant at firſt to bett ay all to you ſit: undeiſtai. d 
that my Lord. 
Mex. Vfaith I doe. 
Rex. Thenthus my Lord —— he comes, 
Enter T ymethes, 
Mas. Withdraw behind the Lodge, relate it breefely, 
Im. A delicate ſweete Creature: ſlight, who ſhould it be? 
T mult not know her name, nor ſee her face? 
It may be ſome tricke to have my bones baſtinadode 
Well, and ſo ſent backe againe ʒu hat ſay you to a blanquetting 
Faith, ſo twete done by a Lady and her C hambermaides 
I care not, for it they toſſe me in the Blankets 
Ile toſſe them in the Sheetes,and that's one for th other, 
A man may bee led into a thouſand villanies; but the fellow 
{wore enough, 
And here's blood apt enough tobeleeve him. 
Mar. I both adwire the deede, and my revenge. 
Rox, My Lord lle make your way. 
Maz. T tivu mal ſt thy friend. u Exit. 
T';m. Art come? we meete ene jampe upon « minute. 
3 Rex. 
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Rex. I but you'le play the better ju of the two, 
I ſhall not jumpe ſo neere as you by a full. 
Tym, How! ata running leape ? 
Rex. That is more bard ; 
At a running leape you may give me a hand ſull. 
Tym. So, ſo, what's to be done. 
Rox. Nothing but put this hood over your head. 
Im. How? Inever went blindfold before. 
Rox. You never went otherwile fir; for all folly is blind; 
Beſides fir, when we ſee the ſinne we act. 
We thinke each triviall crime a blood fact. 
Tym, Well follow'd of a Servingman. 
Rox, Servingrnen alwayes follow their maſters (ir, 
Tym. No not in their Miſtre ſſes. 
Rox. There I leave you ſir. 
7 ym. I deſite to be left when I come there (ir, 
But faith ſincerely is there notricke in this? 
Prithee deale honeſtly with me. 
Rox, Honeſtly, if proteſtation be not honeſt, 
I know not what to call it. 
Tym, Why, it ſhe affect me lo truely, (hee might truſt me 
with her knowledge, 
I could be ſectet to her chiefe actions, why I love women too 
well. 
Rox. Sheele truſt you the worſe for that fic, 
Tm. Why becauſe I love women? 
Rox, O ſir, tis molt common, 
He that loves women, is nette true to woman. 
Experience day ly proves he loveth none 
Witha true heart, that aſtects more than one, 
ym. Your witrunnes _ fir, pray uſe your pleaſure, 
Rex. W by then goodnight ſir. He pati on the hood. 
Tm. Maſſe the candles our, 
Rox, Oh ſir the better ſports raſte bell in th' night, 
And what we doc inthe darke we hate i c light. 
Im. A good doer mayſt thou prove, for thy experience: 
Come give me thy hand, thou mayſt prove an honeſt Lad. 
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But however lle truſt thee, 
_ Rox, 


The Bloody Banquet. 
Rox, Oh fir, firſt try me, 
But we protract good houres, come follow me fir, 


Why this is right your ſportive Gallants prize, | 
Before they'le looſe their ſport they le looſe their eyes, Exe. 


— — 


Feen. 2. 


Enter the Queene and foure ſervants, ſve with a books 
in her hand, 


* Que. Oh my feare-fighting blood are you all here. 

Ser. 1. All at your pleaſure Ma lam. 

Q. That's my wiſh, and my opinion 
Hath ever beene perſwaded of your truthes, 
And I have found you willing t all imployments 
We put into your charge. 

Ser. 2. In our faith's madam, 

Ser, 3. Fot we ire bound in duty to your Bounty. 

Que, Will you to what I ſhall preſcribe ſweare ſecreſieꝰ 

Ser, 4. Try us, ſweete Lady, and you ſhall prove our faith's. 

Que. To all chings that you heare or {es 
I (weare you all to ſecrecie; 
I poure my life into your breſts, 
There my doome or ſafety reſts. 
It you prove untrue to all 
Now I rather chuſe to fall 
With loſſe of my deſire, than light 
Into the Tyrants wrathfull ſpight ; 
But in vaine I doubt your truſt, 
I never found your hearts but juſt. 
On thisbooke your vowes arrive, 
And as in truth in favour thrive. 

Omn, We wiſh no higher, ſo we ſweare. 

Que, Like Jewels all your vowes Ile weare. 
Here, take this Paper, there thaſc ſecrets dwell, 
Goe reade your charge, which I ſhould bluſh to tell. 
All's ſure, I nothing doubt bf ſafety now, 

To 
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Te. Ad, Bangutts 


To which each ſervant hath combin'd his vow; 
R-xavo, that begins it truſhily, * 
cannot chuſe hut pray ſe him, be's ſo nerd full, 
| Lhae 's nathing can be dane abguta Lady | 
it he is for it; honeſt Roxans; © * 
Eventrom our head to ſeete he's fo officions, 
The time drawes on, I feele the minutes here, 
Noclocke ſo true as love that [trikes in feare, Exennt, 


_ * — 
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Fcene. 3. 


Soft muſucke, a Table with lights ſet aut. Arras ſpread, 
Enter Roxano leading T ymethes, Maxgres meets them, 


Tym. How farrelacke Ij et of 'myblind pilgrimage? 
Har Whiſt, Roxano / 
Rox. You are at your— In my Lord, away, Ile helpe 
Youto a Ciſpuile,, by 
Aar. Enough, Exit. 
Tym.' Me thinkes I walke in a Vault all under ground. 
Rox, And now your long loſt eyes againe are found: good 
morrow ſir. Puli eff the hocd. 
Tym, By the maſſe the day breakes. 
Rox, Reſt here my Lord and you ſhall finde content, 
Catch your deſires, ſtay here, they ſhall be ſent. 
Tym. Though it be night, tis morning to that night which 
brought me hither, | 
Ha the ground ſpread with Arras? what p'ace is this? 
Rich —— t faire roome gloticuſly furniſh d? 
Lights and cheir luſter? riches and cher ſplendor ? 


Tis no meane creatures, theſe dumbe tokens w itne le; 
Troth I begin” affect my Hoſte ſſe better; 
I love her in her abſence, though ankngwne, 
For courtly forme that's here ovferv*d and ſhowne. 
Lond mu ſirię. Enter with 4B anquet; ether 2 with light, 
they (et im downe axd Hepart, making obe ance. Rox- 
ano taker one of them aſede, 


Rox 


af 55 
Rox. Valet yes. the lame; tis my Ladies ple chte, f 

You give to me your coate, and vi arded attend without 

Till ſhe employ you io nom, cus di guife 

Serves for my Lord Aazrrer, for he watches : 

But fit occaſion: Letcher, now beware, 

Securely ſit and te areleſle quatfe and cate, - 

You'le finde ſowre ſauce ſtill aſter your {weete meate. Exit. 

Tym, The ſervants all in vizard>? by this light 
I doe admire the carriage of ber love ; 

For 1 account that woman above wile 

Can ſinne and hide the ſhame from a mans eyes. 
They never doe their eaſie ſex more wong. 

Than when they venture fame upon mans tongue, 
Vet Icould ſweare concealement in loves plot, 
But happic woman that belceves me nor. 

What ere is ſpoke or to be ſpoke ſeemes fit, 

All {till concludes her happineſſe and wit. 

Loud Muſic &, Enter Roxano,Mazeres and the 4. Servants, 
with diſhes of ſweete meater, Roxano places them: each 
having delivered his diſh makes low obeyſance to Tyme- 
thes. 

Rox. This banquet from her owne hand received grace 
Her ſelfe prepar'd it for you; as appeares 
By the choyce ſweetes it yecldy, able to move 
A man palt ſence, to the delights of love, 

I bid you welcome 2s her molt priz'd gueſt, 
Firſt to this banquet, next to pleaſures feaſt. 

Tym, Who ere (he be we thanke her, and commend 
Her care and love to entertaine a friend, 

Rox. That ſpeakes het ſexes rateneſſe, for to woman, 
The datkeſt path love treads is cleare and common; 
She witches your content may be as great 
As it her preſence fill d that other ſeate. 

Tym, Convey my thankes to her, and fill ſom: wine; 

Mac. My Lord? 

Rox. My Lord Afazeres caught the Office | 
can't but langh to ſee how well he playes (the Prince 
The Devill ina vizard;damnes — crouches ; little — 

Vnder 
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Vnder that face lurkes his lives enemie, 
Yet he bur keepes the faſhion; men kill 


As flatterers ſtab, who laugh when they meane ill. 
Haz. Now could Ipoyſon him ſitly, apt ly, rarely, 
My vengeance ſpeakes me happy; there it goes. 
D. Some wine? Max. it comes my Lord. 
Enter a Lady with wine. 
La. My Lady begun to you ſir, and doth commend, 
This to your heart, and with it her affection. 
Tym. lie pledge her chankefully; there remove that 
Spils the wine, 
AMaz. And in this my revenge muſt be remov'd 
W here firſt I left it, now my abuſed wrath 
Purſues thy tuine in this dangerous path. 
Rox. That cup hath quite daſſit my Lord Maxzerer, 
Tym, Returne my faith, my reverence,my reſpeR, 
And tell her this, which courteouſly I finde, 
She hides her face, but lets me (ce her minde, 
Rox. I would not taſte of ſuch a Banquet to feele that 
which followes it, 


For the love of an Empreſlc. Tis more dangerous to be a let- 
cher 


Than to enter upon a breach; yet how ſecuret he munches 
His thoughts are tweeter than the very meates befote him: 
He little dreames of his deſtruRion; 


His horrible fearefult ruine which cannot be withſtood, 
The end of Vene:y is diſeaſe ot blood; 


Soft Mu ſiche. Enter the Queue marked in her night« 
; gere;ber mani witha fulrt anda Night cap, 

T ym. I have not knowne one happier for his pleaſure 
8 in that ſtate we are; tis a ſtrange tricke, mn 
And {wce ely carried; by this light a delicate creature, 
And ſhould have a good face if all hit tight; 
For they that have good bodies and bad faces : 
Were all miſmatcht, and made up inblindeplaces. 

"Rox, The wind and tide ſerve fir, you havelighted ur on 


| The Blaody Tunquer. 
A Sea of pleaſure: here!s your ſayle ſir, and your top ſueamer 
A faire wrought ſhirt anda nigbt · cap. : 
Tm, | ſhall make a {weers voyage of this. 
Rox. I, if you knew all Hr. 1 2 
Tym, Is not all knowne yer? what's to be toldꝰ 
Rox. Five hundred Crownes in the ſhirt ſleeve in gold. 
Tym. How? 
Rex, Tis my good Ladies pleaſure, 
No Clouds ecclipſe her bounty, fhe ſhines cleare, 
Some like that pleaſure beſt that colts molt dearcy 
Vet i thinke your Lordſhip is not of that minde now; 
You like that beſt. that brings a Banquet with it, and 300. 
Crowes. 
Tym.1 by this light doe Hand I ehinke thou art of my minde, 
Rex, We jumpe ſomewhat neere (ir. 
Bw. hut what does ſhe meane to reward me afore hand? 
I may prove an Eunuch now for ought ſhe knowes, 
Rex, Oh fir, I nere knew any of your hayro but he was ab- 
lolute at the game. | | 
Tym, Faith we are much of a colour; bat here's a Note, 
what (ayes it? 
He reads, Our love and bounty ſhall increaſe 
So long as you regard our peace. 
Valeſſe your life you would forgoe, 
Who we arele eke not to know. 
Enjoy me freely : for your fake 
This dangerous ſhift 1 undertake, 
Be therefore wiſe, keepe ſafe your breath, 
| You cannot ſee me under death. | 
Ide be loath to venture ſo farre for the fight of any Creature 
under heaven. | (cheap. 
Nax, Nay fir I thinke you may ſee a thonfand faces bettet 
Tym, Weil, I will ſhitt me inſtantly, and be content 


With my groaping fortune. - - Et 
Rex, Ohfir, ycuꝰ' le groape to purpoſt, i Cui. 
Aar. Ile afrer thec, 8 — 2 vengeance 

His tuine is my charge; I have ſeene Cuphbeapt 


This night would make one bluſh through this vizard. 
| E 2 Like 


The nloody Banquet. 
Like lightning in a Tempeſt her luſt ſhewes, 
Or drinking drunke in Thunder, horrible: 
For on this Act a Thouſand dangers waite, 
The King will ſeize him in his burning fur 
and (calc his vengeance on his reeking breſt, 

Though I make Panders uſe of care andeyc 

No office vile to damme mine Enemie. 

This courſe is but the ſirſt, t ill not reſt there, i 
The next ſhall change him into ſire and Ayre. Exit, 


Ad. 4 Scene. 1. 
Enter Tear and Zenarchu. 


75m, Nay, did ere ſubtlety match it ? 

Zen, Slight, led to a Lady budwinck d- 
Placed in ſtate, and banqueted in Vizards, = 

Tym. All by this light: but all this nothing was 
To che delicious plealures ot her Bed. 

Zen, Who ſhould this be? 

Tym, Nay cnquire not brother, 

Ie give one ey e to {ce her with the other, 
Scelt thou this Jewell ? in the midi} ot nige 
Iſſipt it from her vayle, unſelt of her, 

I may be ſo kind unto me a to bring 

Her beauty to my 2 

Zen, Cant not gueſſe at her, nor at the Place ? 

Tym, At neither tor my heart; why he teli chee man 
*Twas handled with ſuch Art, ſuch adi d cunning, 
What with my blindnefle and their general} darkene ſſe, 
That when mine eyes  recciv'd their liberty, I was dere the 


+ gearer. 

Ia them in full Forme I appear d ynfbrowded | 

But all their lights to axe were , Gandelonded, © 

, e Fore ve doe admyce the , alt. 
I. Nj ou ꝗ Dt out vye my | 


The Bloody Banquet. 
I had a feeling of *t beyond your paſſion, 
Zen, Well, blow this over, ſee, our ſiſter comes. 
Enter Amphridete, 
Tyr, Art ſare Maxzeres that hecourts our Daughter ? 
Aa. I'me fare of more my Lord, ſhe tayours bim. 
Tyr, That Begger ? (my Lord, 
Aar. Worſe my Lord, that viilaine Traytor,and yet worle 
Tyr, How ? ; 
Maz. Pardon my Lord,ariper time (ball bring bim forth. 
Behold him there my Lord. T ymethes kiſſes ber, 
Tyr. Darts ſhe ſo farre forget teſpect to us, 
And dim her one luſire to give him grace? 
Aar. Faveurs are growne to cuſtome twixt them both, 
Letteis, cloſe banquets, whiſperings, private meetings. 
Tyr. Ile make them dangerous meetings. 
Amp, In faith my Lord lle have this lewell. 
Tym, Tis not my gitt Lady. 
T yr. What's that Maxzres ? 
Ma. Marry, my Lord, ſhe courtly begs a le well of him 
Which he keepes backe as Courtly, with faire words, 
«Amp, I bave {worne my Lord. 
Tym. W hy upon that condition 
Youle keepe it ſafe and cloſe from all ſtrange eyes 
Not wronging me, tis yours. 
Amp, ] (weare, 
Tm, It ſhall ſuffice, 
T hey H, and Exit. Zeuch and Ame. 
Mar. Tis hers my Lord, at which they part in kifles, 
Tyr, Ile make thoſe meetings bitter; both ſhall rue, 
W c have found Mazerer to this minute true. | 
Exit com CMaxere , 
T)w, No tricke to ſee this Lady? heart of ill fortune 
The lewell that was beg'd from me too was 
The hope I had to gaine her wiſht for knowledge. 
Well; here's a heart within will not be quiet; 
The eye is the ſweete feeder of the ſoule, 
W ben the taſte wants, that keepes the memory whole; 
Tu bad to be in darkeneſſe all know well, 
E 3 . Then 


cody Banquet. 


Then not to ſee her what doth it want of Hell ? 
What {ayes the Note? 


Vnleſſe your lite you would forgoe, 
W hom we are, ſecke not to know. 


Piſh, all Idle. b 
As if ſhe de ſuffer de ich to threaten me 
Whom ſhe ſo bounteouſſy and firmely loves ? 
No tricke ? excellent, twill fit; make uſe f that. 
Suter Martrres and Roxamo. 
Mad. Enough, th art honeſt; 1 affect thee much; 
Goe, traine him to his tuine. Exit. 
Rox. Let me alone my Lord, doubt not Ile traine him: 
Perhaps fir I have the Art, 
Tym. Oh, Iknow thy minde. 
Rox. The further lodge: 
Tyw. Enough, Ile mecte thee preſently. 
Rox, Why ſozl like one that will make an end of himſeltc 
at few words; 
A man that hath a quicke perſeverance in ill: 
A leaping = ; hee”le run through horrors jawes 
To catch ain; but to orerake a vertue 
He ſoftly paces, like a man that's ſent 
Some tedious darke, unprofitable journey. 
Corrupt is nature, ſhe loves nothing more 
Than what (he moſt ſhonld hate, there's nothing ſprings 
Apace in man but gray haires, cares, and finhes. Exig 
Tym.lle (ce ber come hat canzbut what em prove? 
She cannot ſeeke my death, that ſeekes my love. Exit. 


'B Lady = "RX 
Seene. 2. 
Enter Ampbridote and Maxine. 


eAmp, My Lord, what is the matter : 
Aar. 1 know not what ; 
The King ſent. 
Amp, Well, we obey. 
Mar. Here comes his Highneſle, Fer Tyrant. 
Tyr. How now what's (he ? 
Amp. I my Lord? 
Your Highnefſe knew me once, your maſt obedient Daughter. 
Tyr. Theylye that tell me to, this is not ſhe. 
Amp, No, my Lord? 
Tyr. No, for as thon art I know thee not, 
And I ſhall ſtrive (till co forget thee more; 
Thou neither bearſt in memory my reſpects 
Nor thy owne worthes; how can wethinke of thee 
But as of a de jected worthleſſe creature ? 
So farre bencath our grace and thy owne luſter, that we diſ> 
daine to know thee, 
W as there no choyſe mong our ſelected Nobles 
To make thy favorite defides Tymethes ? 
Sonne to our enemie, a wretch, a : 
Dead to all fortunes, honours, or their , 
Beſides his breath, worth nothing; abject wretch, 
To — thy affection ſo vigorouſly 
On him can nere requite it; deny t not, 
We know the favours thou haſt given bim, 
Pledges of love, cloſe letters, private meetings, 
And whiſperings are cuſtomary twixt you. 
Come, which be his gifts? whereabour lye bis pledges ? 
Amp, Your Grace hath beene injuriouſly inform d, 
I nere receiy'd pledge. | 
Tyr, Impudent creature; (beſt honours 
When in ourſight and heating ſhamefully undervaluing thy 
T And 


, * ö * * * þ 
And ſetting by all modeſty of blood thou beg'd(t a Tewell of 


him, 
Amp. Oh pardon me my Lord, Thad forgot, here tis, 
That is the (ame, and all that ere was his, 
Tyr. Ha! this! how came this hither ? 
Amp. Igave it you my Lord. 
Tyr, Who gare it thee ? 
Amp. Tymethes, 

Tyr. He“ who gave it him? 

Amp, I know not thit my Lord. 

Tyr. Then here it ſtickes, Aaceres | 

Mac. My Lord! 

Tyr. Tis my Queenes, my Queenes, Afazrres, 
How to him came this ? 

Aas 1 canrefotve your highneſſe. 

Tyr. Can Mazrvres ? 

az, He is ſome Ape, the huke falls from him now, 
And you ſhall know his inſide : he's a villaine, 

A Traytor to the pleaſures of your Bed. 

Tyr, Oh, 1 ſhall burſt wich torment. 

ac. He's recciv'd this night 
Into her boſome. 

Tyr, I feele a whirle wind in me 
Ready to teare the frame of my mi rtality. 
Mas. I trac'd him to the deed. 
Tyr. And ſaw it done: . 
Mar. I abus d my eyes inthe true ſurvey oft, 
Tainted my heating with laſcivious ſounds; 
My loyalty did prompt me to be ſure 
Ot what | found 1o wicked and impure. 

Tyr. Tis ſpring tyde in my Gall, all my blood*s bitter, 
puh, lungs too. | | 
Aar, This night. 

Tyr, Lass vice. 


Noli \ Enrer Ldouico. 

Zed. My Lord. — ORs 

Try, How tam'ſt thou up? lets heute. 
Lod, My.Lord, my firſt beginning was a Broker. 


Tyr, 


— — 


err 


Fertoris ? ; Emer Sertoris. | 
Ser, Here my Lord. | 
Tyr. We know thee juſt, how camꝰſt thou up? let's heare. 
Ser, From no deſert that I can challenge but your highneſſe 
favour. 
Tyr. Thou art honeſt in that anſwere; goe, report We are 
40. leagues off | 
Rid forth : ſpread it about the Caſtle cunningly. 
Ser. Ile doe it faithfully my Lord. 
Tyr, Doc't cunningly, 
Goe, if thou ſhould Joe's faichfully thou lyeſt; 
I'me loſt by violence through all my ſences, 
I'me blinde with tage, Mazeres, guide me forth 
I tread in Ayre, and ſee vo foote nor path, 
I have loſt my ſelte, yet cannot loſe my wrath. 
Exceunt all but Amphridote, 
Amp. What have I heard? it dares not be bur crue; 
Tymetbes taken in adulterate traines, 
And with the Queene my mother 2 now I hate him, 
As beauty abhorres yeares, or Vurers charity; 
He does appeare unto my eye a Leaper 
Enter Mazives. 
Full of ſinnẽs blacke infection, foule Adultery: 
Curſed be the houre in which I firſt. did grace him, 
And let Maxzerres(terve in my diſdaine 
That hath ſo long obſetv d me wich true love, 
\ hoſe loyalty in this approves the ſame 
Mat. Madam. | 
Amp. — love? my Lord I ſhould fay, but would {ay my 
ove. 
Mar. I dog beſeech your Grace for what I have done 
Lay no oppreſſing cenſure upon me; 
Icould nor but ip honeſty reveale it, 
Not envying in that he was my Rivall, 
Nar in the force of any ancient grudge 
But as the deede in its oe nature crav d, 
do mong the teſi ix was reveal d to me: 
A F Appearing 


Tyr. A knave from thebeginaing; there's no hope of im, 


T way Band we! „ 
Appearing ſo deteſted that your ſelſe 
— kinde, had — but ſeene the manner 
Would have throwne by all pitty and remorce 
And rooke my office or one more in force. 
Awp. Riſe deare IMazeres, in our favors rife, 
So farre am I from cenſure to reprove thee 
That in my hate to him I chuſe and love thee. 
Mac. It conſtant ſervice may be call'd deſert, I ſhall de- 
ſerve. 
Amp. Man hath no better part. 
Ala. Why this was happily obſerv d and follow d; (f. 
The King will to the Caſtle late to night, 
And tread through all the Vaults, I mult attend. 
Amp, I wilt that at firſt ſight th hadſt forc'd his end. Exit. 
Aar. T1s better thus; ſo my revenge imports; 
Now thrive my plots, the end ſhall make me great, 
She mine, the Crownefirs here I am then Compleatẽ. Exit. 


i. 
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Scene. 3. 
Enter Q ueene and her maide with a light, 


Aue. So, leave us here a while, beare backe the light, 
would not be ditcovered if he come, 


You know his entertainement, ſo be gone, 

am not chearefull troth, what point ſo ere 

My powers artive at: I defire a league 

W' ith deſolate darkedeſic, and diſconſolatefancics, 

There is no muſicke in my ſoule to night. 

What ſhould I feire when all my ſer vants faiths 

Sleepe4n my bounty, and no bribes apt threates, 

Can wake them from my fatkery? for the King, 

He”s forty leagues rode forth, { heard ir letcly: 

Let heavineſſe like a Tyrant; proud in nignt 

V lurpes my power, rules where it hath no right, ' She ſleeper, 

Emer Rox ano 9 for eher bndwincke. 

Im. Me thinkes this a longer voyepe than the firſt 


Rox, 


Rox, Pleaſures once taſted makes the next ſeeme worſe, 
Tym, ls that the rricke 2 
Rex, Oh ſir, experience proves it. | 
You came at fitſt tu enj ay what, yoanere knew, 
Now all is but the ſame what ete you doe. 
Tym, Lie prove that falſe, the fight of ber is new. 
Rox, I have forgot a buſineſſe to my Lord CAtanrrer, 
My ſafety to the King telyes upon 't, ; 
You arc in the hauſe my Lord, this is the wichdrawing 
Roome. 
Tm. I (ce nothing. 
Rox, No matter (ir, as long as you have 
Feeling enough. 
Tym, Is the Hood off ? 
Rox. Tis here in my hand (ir , 
I jult crave pardon, leave you bere a while, 
But as you love my fafcty and your ow ne 
Remove not from this roome till my teturne. 
Tym, Well here's my hand I will not. 
Rox. Tis enough fir, Exit, 
7m, Hiſt, art gone? then boldly I ſtep forth 
Cunning diſcoverer of an unknowne beauty 
As ſubtle as ber plot : Thou art mask' t too, 
Opens adarke Lantborue, 
Shew me a little comfort, in this condenſive darkeneſle; 
Play the flatterer laugh in my face; 
Why here's enough to perfect all my wiſhes; 
Wich this I taſte of chat torbidden fruite 
Which as ſhe ſayes death followes; death 'twill ſling, 
Soft, what roomes this? lets ſee, tis not the former 
| was ente rtaind in, no, it ſome w hat differs x 
Rich hangings (Lill, Court deckings, I. and all 
He ſpies the Queene, 
Oh all that can be in mans wiſh compriz'd 
Is in thy love immortall, in thy graces; 
I am not the ſame fleſh, my touch is alterd. 
She awaker, 
Que, Halt thou betrayd me? what haſt thou attempred?- 
F 3 Tym, 


* Nhe Bloody Yanqubt. 
Dy. Nothing that canbe prejudiciall 
To the ſweete peace of tkhoſe illuſtrious graces- 
Que, Oh my moſt certaine ruine?: 
7ym, Admired Lady heare me; heare my yow, 
Que. Oh miſerable yonth none ſaves thee now. | 
7 ym. By that which man holds deareſt dreadfull Queene, 
And all that can be in a vo contain'd 
Ile prove as true, ſecret, and vigilant | 
As ever man obſerv*dwrnh ſerus vertue 
The dieadfull call of his departing ſoule. 
Your one ſoule to your ſecrets, ſhalt not prove more true 
Than mine to it, to them, toall, to you. 
Que, Oh miſery of affection built on breath: 
Were Las far paſt my beleefe in heaven | 
As in mans oathes, I were the fouleſt devill. (thing, 
Tym, May 1 eate and nere be nouriſhed, live and know no- 
Love without enjoying, if ever 
#e, Come, this is more than needes. 
75m, There's com fort then. 
ve. You that profeſſe ſuch truth, ſhall I en joyne you 
To one poore penance then to try your faith ? 
Im. Be't what it will command it, 
Que. Spend bus this houre, wherein you have offended 
In true repentance of your ſinne, and al 
Your baſty youth ſtands guilty of, and being cleare, 
You ſhall enjoy that which yon hold moſt deare. 
Tym, And if this pennance I performe not truely 
May I henceforth nere be received to favour. 
Que, Why then lle leave you to your taske a while: 
Moſt wretched, doubtfull, ſtrange diſtracted woman, 
Ene drawne in peecesbetwixt love and feare, 
I weepe in thought of both : bold venturous youth, 
Twice I writ death, yet would he ſeeke to know me, 
He'le make no Conſcience where his oathes beſtow me. xi. 
Tyw. I'me glad alls ſo well paſt, and ſhe appeas'd, 
I ſweare I did expect « harder pennance 
Whea ſhe began to en joyne me; why, this is hol ſome 
For ſvule and body, though 1 ſeldome uſe it. 


Her 


The Bloody Banquet. 
Her wiſedome is as pleaſing as her beauty, 
. I never knew affection haſtier borne, 
With more true Axt and leſſe ſuſpition: 
It ſo amaꝛ d me to know her my Miſtreſſe 
I had no power to cloſe the light againe, 

Enter the Queene with two Piſtols, 
Vnhappy that I was, peace, here ſhe comes. 
Downe to thy pennance, thinke of thy whole youth, 
From the firſt minute that the wombe conceiv*d me 
To this full heaped houre I doe repent me, 
With heart as penitent as a man diſſolving, 
Of all my ſinnes, borne with me, and borne of me; 
Diſhoneſt thoughts and (ighes, the pathes of youth, 
So thrive in mercy as Tend in truth. 
Sbe fhoores bim dead, 
Que, Fly to thy wiſh, I pray it may be given, 

Man in a twinkling is in earth and heaven: 
I dealt not like a coward with thy ſoule, 
Nor tooke it unprepar'd, 
I gave him time to put his armour on 
And ſent him forth like a Celeſtiall champion, 
I loy'd thee with more care and truer moane, 
Since thou mult dye to taſte more deathes than one 
Too much by this pitty and love confeſſes, 
Had any warning faltned on thy ſences: 
Raſh, unadviſed youth, whom my ſoule weepes for, 
How oft I told thee this attempt was death? 
Yer would'ſt thou venture on, fond man and knew ? 
Bur what deſtruction will not youth purſue ? 
Here long migbtſt thou have liv d, beene lov d, enjoy d, 
Had not thy will thy happineſle deſtroyd; 
Thought ſt thou by oathes to have thy deedes well borne* 


Thou ſhould't have come when man was nere forſworne; 


They are dangerous no w: witneſſe this breach of thine, 
Who's falſe to his owne faith, will nere keepe mine. 
We muſt be ſafe, young man, the deed's unknowne; 
There are more loves, honours no more than one. 

Let ſpight of death Ile kiſſe thee; ob ſtrange ill, 


e; 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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The Bloody Banger. . 
That for car feares we ſhould cur camſorts hill ? 
Who n ſhall It uſt with chis poore bleeding body? 
Yonder*s a lecret Vault runnes through tue Caltie 
Therg for a while convey him; hapeſſe Boy 
* thatneverknew how deare *cwas to enjoy. 
Exter Tyrant with To ch, 
Oh eme confcunded everlaltingly, 
Damnd to a thouſand Tortures in that (ſight 
What (hall I trame ? my Lord She yunnes to him. 
Tyr, What's ſhee ? 
Que. Oh my (weete deareſt Lord. 
Tyr, Thy name? 
Que. Thy poore affcighted and indangered Queene, 
Tyr. Oh, I know thee now, 
Qse. Did not your Majeſty heare the piteous ſhreikes 
Or an inforced Lady ? 
Tyr. Yes, whole were they ? 
Que. Mine my molt worthy Lord; behold this Villaine 
Seald with his juſt de ſett: light here my King, 
This violent youth, whom till this night, I ſaw not, 
Being, as it ſeemes, acquainted with the footeſteps 
Of that darke paſl ge, broke through the Vault upon me 
And with a ſecret Lanthorne ſearcht me out; 
And ſc iʒed me at my Otiſons alone 
And bringing me by violence to this roome 
Farre from my guard, or any hope of releuc, 
Intending here the ruine of my hanour; 
But in the (trite, as the good Gods ordat d it 
Reaching for ſuccour, I lighted on @ Piſtoll, 
Which I preſum'd was not without his charge, 
Then I redeemed mine honour from his luſt, 
So he that ſought my fall lyes in the duſt. 
Tyr. Oh let me imb ace thee for a brave unmatchable 
Precious, unvallewed admirable whore. 
Que. Hal what (ayes my Lord? 
Tyr. Come hither, yer draw nearer, how came this man 
To's end ? I would heare that, I would learne cunning, 
Tell me that I may wonder and ſo loſe thee. 


There 


—— — —— —ů— 


The Bloody Banquet. 
There is no Art like this; let me pertake 
A ſubtlety nodevill can imitate, 
ym why is a l. ſo contrary to time ? 
e downe and you up? ha, why thus ? . 
Que, I am ſorry for my Lord, I underſtand him not. 
Tyr. The deed is not ſo monſtrons in it ſelfe 
As is the Art which ponders home the deed; 
The cunning doth amaze me paſt the ſinne, 
That he ſhould fall before my rage begin. 
Que, My Lord. 
Tyr. Come hither yer, one of thoſe left hands give me, 
= halt — right at all; , 
Nothing but put a Rin n a finger 
Que. That's a —— for a Ring my Lord. 
Tyr, And what was he on whom you bounteouſly beſtow d 
this Iewell ? 
Qwze. I doe not like that word. 4 ſide 
Tyr. Locke well npor't,doeft know itꝰ I, and ſtarr. 
Que, Ohheaven, how came this hither ? 
Your Highneſſe gave me this, this is mine owne. 
Tyr. Tis the ſame ring, but yet not the ſame ſtone 
Myſticall Strumpet, doſt thou yet preſume 
V pon thy ſubtle ſtrength? ſhak'ft thou not yet ? 
Oris it onely Art makes women conftant, whom nature 
makes ſo looſe? 
I lookt for gracious lightning from thy cheekes, 
I ſee none yet; for a relenting Eye, 
I can ſee no ſuch ſight; luſt keepes in all; 
My witneſle ? where's my witneſſe ? riſe in the ſame forme, 
Enter from below, CMaxz:res habited likes Roxano, 
Qse, Oh I'me betray d. 
Tyr, Is not yon woman an Adulterefle, 
Hax. Yes, my good Lord. 
Tyr, Was not this fellow catche for her deſire? 
Brought ina Miſt? ba and received 
To all herompleſ 4 
Mac. 7 ue, my 
I brought him, ſaw him feaſted and receiv'd, 


— — 


| 


* The Bloody Janquet. 


Tyr. Downe, downe, we have too much, 
Que. Oh tis Roxane, 
Mac. So, by this ſleight I have deceiv'd them both, 
Im tooke tor him I firive to make het loath, Exit, 
Tyr Needes here more witneſſes? Ile call up more, 
Que. Oh no, here lyes a witneſſe gainſt my ſelſe 
Sooner beleev'd than all their hired faiths; 
Doome me unto my death, onely except 
The lingeringexecution of your looke; 
Let me not live cormented in that brow, 
Idoe confeſlc. 
Tyr. Oh] telt no quicke till now, 
All witneſles to this were but dead fieſh 
1 was inſenſible of all bur this. 
Would I had given my Kingdome ſo condition:d 
That thou hadit nere confeſſed it. 
Now I ſtand by the deed, ſee all in Action, 
The cloſe conveyance, cunning paſſages, 
The Artfull ferch, the hier cloſe diſguiſing; 
The houte, the Banquet, and the baudy Tapers; 
All ſticke in mine eye together; yet thou ſhalt live. 
Que. Torment me not with life, it as kes but death. 

Tyr. Oh hadſt thou not confeſt ? hadſt thou no ſle ight: 
W here was thy cunning there? | 
I ſce it now in thy confeſſion. 

Thou ſhalt not dye as long as this is meate, 
Thou kill'd(t a Bucke which thou thy ſelfe ſhalt eate. 
Que, Deare ſir ? 

Tyr. Here's Deere ſtrucke dead with thy owne hand, 
Tis Veniſon tor thy owne tooth, thou know'ſt the relliſh 
A dcarer place hath beene thy Taſter; hoa,Sertorio! Lodovico } 

They Enter. 


eAmbo, Here ſir. VE 

Tyr. Drag hence that body, ſee it quartered lhicengh!, 
No living wrathcan I extend upon t. "T7 
Elle torments, horrors, Gibbers, rackes'and whecles 
Had w ich a thouſand deaths preſented him 
Ere he had taſted one; yet thou ſhalt live. 


Heere 


%.% 
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Heere, take this Tapet lighted, kneele; and weepe, 
lle try which is ſpent firſt, that or thine eve, 
lle provide foade for thee, thou ſhalt not dye. 
It chere be hell tor ſinnes that men. commut. | 
Marry a ſtrumpet and ſhe keepes the pit. eee. 
Aue. I teard this miſery long before it came. 
My ominous dreames, and fearefull dreadſulneſſe 
Promis'd this iſſue long before twas borne. 
Enter Mater. 
Aar. Vonder the kneeles, little ſuſpecting me 
The neate diſcoverer of her Venery. 
I were full (ate had I Roxano's life 
Which in this treame I fiſh for; how now Lady; 
So nere the earth ſuites not a living Queene. 
Que. Vnder the earth were fater and farre happier. 
Mar. W hat is t that can drive you to ſuch ditcomtorts? 
To prize yourglories at ſo meane a Rate? 
Qae, Ihe trechery of my ſervants, — my Lord; 
Aar Dare they prove trecherous? molt ignoble Vaſlals, 
To the ſweete peace of ſo divine a Miſtreile ? 
Que, me ſure one Villaine, whom I dearely lov'd, 
Of whom my tralt had made Election chiete, 
Perfideouſly betray d me to the fury 
Of my tempeſtuous unappeaſed Lord. 
CAſaz, Let me but know him, that I may beſtow 
My ſervice to your Grace upon his heart 
And thence de ſerve a Miſtteſſe like your ſelfe. 
Enter Roxano from below. 
Q«e. Oh me, too ſoone behold him. 
Mac. Madam, ſtand by, let him not lee the light, 
Rox, Now I expect reward, 
Mar. He dyes were he my kinſeman for that guilt, 
Though twere as farre toꝰs heart as tis to th hilt. 
Fannes at Koxano, 
Rox, Ha? what was that? there's a reward with a venge- 
ance, 
Aas. Fall villaine, for betraying of thy Lady, 
Such things mult never creepe about the earth 
G 


To poyſon theright aſc of ſervice— a Trecher ? 
Que. This is ſome poore revenge, thankes good my Lord, 
Into that cave with him from whence he roſe 
Not long fince and betray'd me to the King. 
Mar. O villaine, in, nd' overtake thy toule. 
Que. Here's a perplcxed breſt, let that warme ſlee le 
Per forme but the like ſervice upon me, 
And live the rareſt friend to a Queenes wiſh. 
Mar. Oh pardon me, that were too ſull of evill, 
I threat not Angels though I tmice the Devill: 
Doubt not your peace, the King will be appeaſ d 
There lle beſtowẽ my lervice, | 
Que, We ire pleas d. 
<Maz,, As much as comes to nothing; Ile not ſue 
To urge the King from that he urg d him to. Exit. 
Que, Betrayd t ere Irepos d moſt truſtꝰ ob heaven, 
There is no miſery, fir match for mine. 
Emer Tyrant Sertorio, Lodovico, bringing in 
7 ymethes lambes, | 
Tyr. So, bring em forward yer, there, there beſtow them, 
Before her eyes lay the divided limbes 
Of her deſired P aremonr; ſo, y ate welcome, 
Lady you ſee your cheere, fine fleſh, coutſe fare, 
Sweete was your luſt, what can be bitter there? 
By heaven, no other food thy taſte ſhall have, 
Till in thy bowels thoſe Corpes finde a grave, * 
Which to be ſure of, come, Ile locke thee ſafe 
From the worlds pitty : hang thoſe quarters up, 
The bottome drinke the worlt in pleaſures cup. EF vc own, 


_ The Blyody Bangaet. 
AA. x. Scene. 1. 
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Zen, Oh my Tymethes ' ttueſt joy on earth ! 
Hath thy fate prov'd ſofiinty? ſo perverle ? 
To the ſweete ſpring both of thy ycuth and hupes? 
This was Mazeres ipight, that curicd Rivall, 
And if I faile not, his owne plot (hall ſhower 
Vpon his boſome like a falli : wer. 

Emory Tyrant, 
My worthy Lord. 

Tyr, Oh, you (houl have ſcene us ſooner, 

Zen, Why y Lord! 

„ de qa of yaur friend paſted DY 171 L 
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And kiit'd it cre c had knotted : Was rare fervice, 
If your vex d Majctty conceive it fight, 
In politicke Mazeres, (ſerving mute 
In this diſcovery, his owne vicious malice : 
Than any true peace that ſhould make you perfect: 
Suffering the hatefull treaſon to be done 
He might have ſtopt in his confuſion. 

Tyr, Moſt certaine. 

Zen, Goad your Majeſly bectiinke you 
In manly temper and conſiderate blood; | 
Went he the way of loyalty, or your quict, 
After he ſaw the courteſies exceed * 
T* abu'e your peace, and truſt them with the deed-? 


Tyr, Oh no, none but a Traytor would have done it. 
Zen, For my Lord, weigh't.indifferently, 
Tyr, I doe, I doe. . 


| Lov: What makexicheynows, burthenſome,and end, 
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Fills you with ſuch diſtractions, breedes ſuch furics 
In your incenſed brealt, but the deede doing? 
Tyr. Oh, : : 
Zen. Th intent had beene ſufficient for his death, 
And that full ſatisfaftion; but the act — 
Tyr. Inſufferable, 
Sertorio ! where's Sertorio. Enter Sertorvo, 
Ser, My- Lord. | 
Tyr. Secke out Mazrver (uddently pence Zenarchur 
Let me alone to trap him. | 
Zen, It may prove, 
Behold my friend, how I expreſle my love, 
Tyr, Oh villaine, had he — him at firſt ſight, 
Where I have one griefe, I had miſt ten thouſand by t. 
Enter Mazeres and'Sertorw, 
Mar. I dreampt of ſome new honours for my late ſervice, 
And I wondred how he could keepe off ſo long from my de- 
Tyr. Maxtres ? (dert. 
Max. My lov d Lord, 
Tyr, 1am forgetfull 
Jam in thy debt {ome dignities Afazrres, | 
W hat ſhift ſhall we make for thee ? thy late ſervice 
Is warme (till in our memory and deare favour : 
Prithee diſcover to's the manner how 
Thou rookeſt them ſubtlely. 
Mar. IVas received into 2 waiters roome my Lord. 
Tyr: Thou waſt ! 
Mar. And in ⁊ vizard helpt to ferve the banquet. 
Tyr, Ha, ha! 
Aar Saw him conveyd into a Chamber privately. 
Tyr. And ill thou let'ſt him runne ® 
Max, I let him play my Lord. 
Tyr, Ha, ha, ha | yy 
Max, Twatcht {till nere, till her armes clafpt him. 
Tyr, And there thou let it him reſt! - 
222 There he was caught my Lord. oo | 
Tyr, So at thou here; drag him toexecntion he ſhall dyc. 
With tottures bove the thoughr of Tyranny, Exit. 


1 "FT Zen. 
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Zen, No words are able to expreſſe my gladneſſe, 

Tis ſuch a high borne rapture that the ſoule 

Pertakes it onely. 

Enter Amphridote and Logovico, 
Amp. My Lord OMaxzeres led 

Vnto his death? 

Led. It proves too true deare Princeſſe. N 

A. Curſt be the mouth that doom d him, and for ever 

Blaſted the hand that parts him from his life, 

Was there none fit to practiſe Tyrannie on 

But whom our heart electedꝰ miſery of love | 

I muſt not live to thinke of c, 

Zen, Here's my Silter, 

I could not bring that neu es will pleaſe her better, 

My newes brings that command over your paſſions, you mult 
Amp, Have you warrant for't Brother? (be merry. 
Zen, Yes, ſtrong enough yfaich; here me, Marre: 

By this time is at hrs everlaſting home; 

Where ere his body lyes, I ſtrucke the ſtroake 

] wrought a bitter pill that quickely cheak'd him. 

Amp, Oh me, my ſoule will out, ſome wine there hoa ! 
Zen, W ine for our Siſter, for the newes is worth it. 
Enter Lod with wine and Exit. 
Am. It will prove deare to both; ſo, give it me ʒuow leave us. 
Zen. Revenge nere brought fotth a more happy iſſue 
Than I thinke mine tobe. 
She poyſons the wine, 
Am, Te ſetting forth Mazeres, here Benarchw, 
Zen, I hou art not like this houre, joviall. 
Am. 1 ſhall be after this, 
Zen, That does'cif any, | | 
Wi ine doth both helpe defects, and canſeth many. 
Here'sto the deed faith of our laſt revenge. 
Amp, Dying men Propheſie, faith tis our laſt end; 
Now I muſt tell you brother, that I hate you, 
In that you have betray d my lov d Mazeres, 
Zen, What's this ? 
Amp. His deode Wir his diſcovery juſt, 
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e Banquet: . 
He brought to light a monſter and bis luſt, 
Zen, Nay if you grow ſo ſtrumpet like in your behaviour 
ro me, 
lle quickely coole that inſolence. 
«Amp. Peace, peace, 
There is a Champion frzhts for me unſeene, 
I neede not feare thy therears. 
Zen. Indeed no Harlot 
But has her Champion, beſides Baud and Varlet; oh / 
Amp, Why law you now ſuch geere will nere thrive with 
you, | 
Zen, me ſicke of thy ſociety, poy ſon to mine eyes. 
Amp. Tis lower in thy breſt the poyſon lyes. 
Zen. How? 
* Amp, Tis for Maxeres, 
Zen. Oh you vertuous powers, 
W bat a right (trumpet? poy ion under love? 
Amp. That man can nete be ſafe that divides love. She <hes. 
Zen, Nor ſhe be honeſt can ſo ſoone impart, 


Oh ware that woman that can (katt her heart. Dyer. 
Ccene. 2. 
Thunder and lightning, A blazing ſtarre appearer, 
Enter Tram. 


Tyr. Ha? thand& and thou mat rau melting blaſt 
Quick: winged lightning; and thoublazing ſtarre, 
I like not thy prodigious bearded tire; 
Thy beames are fatall : ha ? behold the Influence 
Ot all their malice in my childrens tuines? 
Their ſtates malignant powers have en 9 
And for ſome haſt (iracke with heir envies dy di 
Tis omenous; withia chert 7 
Euter g ertaris and Laleuico. 
Led. Here my Lord. | 
Dr. Convcighthole bodies a while from my fight, 
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** The Bloody Banquet. 
Ser, Both dead my Lord. a "OF 
Tyr. Ves, and we ſafe, our death we need lefle ſeare, 

V ſurpers iflue oft proves dangerous, 
Wedepolc others, and they poyſon us, 
I have Fund it on Records, tis better thus, 
Enter the Old King, Lapirm, Fidelio, Amorpho, all 
<ſqniſed like Pilgrims, 
Lap. My Lord, this Caſtle is but ſlightly guarded. 
K ing. T13 as I hop'd and wiſh'd; now blefle us heaven, 
W hat horrid and inhumaine ſpectacle 
Is yonder that preſents it ſelſe to (ight? 
Fid, It ſeemes three quarters of a man hung up 
Kin, What Tiranny hath beene exercis'd of late I dare not 
venture on, 
Amo, Feare not my Lord, our habits give us ſafety, 
Lap. Behold, the Tyrant maketh toward us, 
Tyr. Holy, and reverent Pilgrims, welcome, 
Kin, Bold ſtrangers, by the Tempeſt beaten in, 
Tyr. Moſt welcome ſtill, wee are but ſtewards for ſuch 
gueſts as you, 

What we poſſeſſe is yours, to your wants due, 

We are onely rich for your neceſſities. 

King. A generous, free, aad charitable minde 

Keepes in thy boſome to poore Pilgrims kinde. 
Tyr. Tis time of day to dine my friends; Sertoris? 
Enter Sertorio, 

Ser, My Lord? 

Tyr, Our food. 

Ser. Tis ready for your highneſſe. 

Loud Mußc le. A banquet brought in, and by it a ſmall 

Table for the Queene, 

Tyr, Sit, pray fit, religious men tight welcome 

Vnto our Cates. Grave fir I have obſerv d 

You walte the vertue of your ſerious eye 

Too much on ſuch a worthlefle objects as that is, 

A Traytor when he liv d call'd that his fleſh; 

Let hang, here's to you, we are the oldeſt here, 

Round let it goe, Rede, if you like your cheere. 

70 Enter 
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Enter Sertorts, 
Ser. My Lord. 
Tyr, Row now? 
Ser, Ready my Lord. 
Tyr, Sit merry. Exit, 
King, Where ere [ looke theſe limbes are in mine eye. 
Lap. Some wretch on whom he wrought his Tyranny, 
Fid, Hard was his fate to light into his mercy. 
Amorp, Peace, he comes. 

Soft Muſicke.. Enter the Tyrant with the 2 weene, her 
haire looſe, foe makes a Curtſie to the Table. Ser- 
torio brings inthe fleſh with a g all bloody, they 
all wonder, 

Tyr. I perceive ſtrangers more deſire to ſee 
An object chan the fare before them fer; 
But ſince your eyes are ſerious Suitots growne 
I will diſcourſe; what's ſeene ſhall now be knowne. 
King. Y our bounty every way conquers _ {trangers. 
7 yr. Yon Creature whom your eyes ſo often vilic 
Held mighty ſway over our powers and thoughts, 
Indeed we were all bers 
Beſides her graces, there were all perfetions; 
Vnleſſe ſhe {peakes, no mulicke : till her wiſhes 
Brought forth a monſter ,a detcſted iſſue 
Poyſoning the thoughts I held of her. 
The Old King ſends forth Amor pho, 
She did from ber owne ardour undergoe | 
Adulterons baſeneſſe with my profeſied foe; 
Her luſt ſtrangely betray'd, I ready to furp:1ze them, 
Ser oa fire by the abuſe, I found his life. 
Cunningly (ſhifted by her owne deare hand 
And far enough convey'd from my revenge: 
Vnnaturally ſhe firſt abi d my heart, 
And then prevented my revenge by Art. 
Vet there I leſt not; though his trunke were cold 
My wrath was flaming, and I exercis'd 
New vengeance on his carcale; and gave charge 
The body ſhould be quarter'd and hang up; twas done, 
| | This 
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This as 2 pennance I enfoyn'd her to 
To taſte no other ſuſtenance; no nor dares 
Till her loves body be conſum'd in hers, : 
Kin. The ſinne was great, ſo is the pennance greivous. 
Tyr. Our vow is ſigu d. 
Kin, And was he Lydian borne ? 
Tyr. He was no leſſe, ſonne to mine Enemie, 
A baniſht King; Tymethes was his name. 
Kin, Oh me, my ſonne Tymethes. 
Lap, Paſſion may (poyle us : fir, we oft have heard 
Of that old King his father; and that juſtly | 
This Kingdome was by right due to his (way, 
Tyr. It was, I thinke it was, till we call d in 
By pollicy and force deceiv'd his confidence, 
Shew*'d him a tricke of warre and turn'd him out. 
Kin, Sinnes boaſt is worſe than ſinne. 
Enter Fidelio. 
Fid, All ſure, the guards are ſeiz d on. 
L. Good, 
Fid, The Paſlage frong'y guarded. 
Tyr, Holy fir, what's he ? 
Lep, Our brother, a poore Pilgrime, that gives notice 
Of a Religious father that attends 
To beate us company in our Pilgrimage. 
Tyr. Oh, ho, tis good, tis very good. 
Kin, Alas poore Lady, it makes mee weepe to ſee what 
food ſhe eates. 
I know your mercy will remit this pennance. 
Tyr. Never, our vow's irrevocable, never; 
The Letcher mult be (wallowed rib by rib, 
His fleſh is ſweete, it melts, and goes downe merrily, 
They diſcover themſelves, 


Ha? what ate theſe ? 
Lap, Speranzs, 
Tyr. Ha? 

K ing. Villaine, this minute looſes thee, thou Tyrant. 
Tyr. Pilgrims weare armeg? the old King? and Lapirm? 
Betrayd? confounded? oh, I muſt dye forſworne; 
H 


Breake 


Breake vow, bleed there is my jealouſie lowne. 
; —_ Hel Queen. 

Oh happie man, tis more revenge to me 

Then all your aymes, I have kill'd my jealoaſie. 

I have nothing now tocare for more than hell 

'T bad beene if you had ſtrucke me ere ſhe fell. 


I had lett her to your luſt, the thought is bitterne ſſe, 
But (he firſt falne; ha, ha, ha. 


King, Dye cruell murtherous Tyrant. 
They all diſcharge at him, 
Tyr. So, laugh away this breath, 
My laft was nere more pleaſing than my death. 
Lap. As full poſſeſt as ever, and as rich 
In Subjects hearts and voyces; we preſent thee 
The compleat ſway of this ulurped Kingdome. 
Kin. I am ſo borne bet wixt the violent {treames 
Of Toy and paſſion, I forget my ſtate; 
To all our thankes and favours, and what more 
We are in debt to all your free conſent 
We will diſcharge in happie governement. 
Enter the Old Queene diſguiſed, 4 Boy with her. 
Que, The peace full'ſt reigne that ever Prince en joy d. 
Kir. Already a Petition ? ſuitors begin betimes 
We are ſcarce warme in our good fortune yet, W hat are you? 
Que. Vnworthieſt of all the joyes this houre brings forth, 
She. diſcovers , 
Kin, Our deareſt Queene? 
Q. Your poore diſtreſſed Queene, 
Kn. Oh let me light upon that conſtant breſt, 
And kiſle thee till my ſoule melt on thy lips: 
Our Joyes were perfect, ſtood T pmerthes there, 
We are old; this Kingdome wants a hope ſull heire. 
Que. Your joy es are perfect though he ſtand not there, 
And — wiſh bleſt b hold a hope full heire: 
Stand net amaz d, tis Manophes. 
Kin. How juſt the Gods are ? who in their due time 
Re turne what they tooke from us. 
Q. Happy houre, 


Dyes, 


Heaven 


2 te 510049 Bangquer.” 
Heaven hath not taken all out happinefle ; 
For though your elder met fl fate, good heaven 
Hath thus preſerv'd your 2 your heire, 
Kin, Prepare thole li honourable buriall, 
And noble Nephew all your ill is loſt 


Ia your late new borne goodneſſe, which we le reward, 
No ſtorme of fate ſo fierce but time 


And beates backe miſerle with a peale of . — 


Exeunt me 
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